

Superftud 
Pack 

(So exciting, in fact, that our solicitors insist we can’t show 
you a picture of it). 

This amazing new product is called 'SUPERSTUD' and it 
brings you the ultimate in female sexual enjoyment. 

For the very first time, ANY WOMAN - AT ANY TIME of the 
day or night — can enjoy the same action — the same shape 
- the same pulsating surge of power that comes in TH E ACT 
OF PASSION. In a thrilling penis shaped form any woman can 
enjoy a sensual 'inner massage' that duplicates the joy of 

But there's Consider the 
much more! possibilities 

'SUPERSTUD' is not merely In foreplay it's the perfect way 


to bring your lover to a fever 
pitch of excitment it can be 
used as a sensory exercise, on 
virtually every part of the 
body. Battery operated. 
Totally Safe. A FULL 7VS" 


Buy several- 


another vibrator it duplicates 
the exact shape, texture and 
hardness of the male penis. 

Rubber foam coated to 
enhance enjoyment, it surges, 
it pulsates IT HAS THE 
FEELING OF POWER. In short L ? NG - Made to Provide you 
it has the same up and down w ‘ t * 1 Y ears of SENSUAL 
motion that you know and love. Pl easu re. 

It expands and contracts it 
moves slowly and rapidly. 

IT PROVIDES A DEGREE OF 'SUPERSTUD' is unlike 
SEXUAL ENJOYMENT THAT anything ever created. It's the 
HAS NEVER BEEN perfect gift for someone you 

POSSIBLE! love... 

hurry, the supply is limited 

We urge you to send your order today. Our supply of 
'SUPERSTUD' is limited. Once the current supply is 
exhausted, it may be many months before we can fill orders. 
THE PRICE. THAT'S THE BEST NEWS OF ALL. You might 
expect to pay £15.00 . . . £25.00 . . . even £30.00 for a product 
of this quality. BUT IF YOU ACT NOW! ... you can get 
'SUPERSTUD' for only £6.80, including VAT plus a small 
charge for shipping and handling. AVOID DISAPPOINTMENT. 
Mail your coupon off today. 

Extra free bonus 

Act now — and we will include as an absolutely free gift — a 
copy of the most adventurous sex manual ever published. 

HOW A WOMAN LOVES TO BE LOVED by Angel Smith. 
THERE'S NEVER BEEN A BOOK LIKE THIS. Fully illustrated. 
Packed with tips on every aspect of seduction and sex. It takes 
you on a tour of the inns and outs of exquisite and unusual sex. 
THIS BOOK IS YOUR TO KEEP ... But hurry. Free books will 
be given only as long as the supply lasts. Code 189 

^MODERN TIMES BOOKCLUB 220 QUEENSTOWN RD LONDON SW8 ENGLAND^^ 
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l Overseas orders welcome. Encio 
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by Pete Clarke 


... or a nod is as good as a wink to a ventriloquist’s 
dummy - sometimes . . . 


A Load ofGoiioch! 
































itfc fclBA CHIC- ' 

AKt lrvH»^ fM\/RVWf«( Vwlc I? TMf Twf 


by Hugh Miller 


They say that the female of the species is deadlier than the male - and there are endless examples in the 
animal world- In tfie w.ake of Women’s Liberation, a new aspect'of violence is making its presencerfelt in 

urban societies .. . 

T f he signs are definitely piling-up. They started to appear The third example concerns Leonard, a young man who derives 
1 a few years ago, abound the time when polite party con- special pleasure from pujling wealthy women. Less than a •year ago, 
v'ersations became': studiedly impolite, when the female he found himself in what was a superficially enviable «position, 
trendsetters fiegafl dropping caffefully-rehearsed four-letter viz., inside a lush Ferrarri and inside its owner, a 23-year-old 
expletives where, Jprmeriy, they would have emitted nothing blonde as Irish as her car and just as high-powered. In mid-stroke, 
worse ‘than giggling^eupliemism* Germaine Greer ^pased to be Leonard suddenly felt a sharp pain beneath *his lefnshoulderblade.^ 
uniquvp-her strident inveetiye Was equalled and eifentually sur- "It’s a knife,” the girl hissed in his ear. "If you come before 1‘do, I’ll 


uniquer/*her strident invoetiye Was equalled and e'j&ntually sur¬ 
passed. - The gicjs sfopped^a-lIiiTg. men devils*, "stoine or rats 
whenever thpyStfe're shocked, annoyed or angry. Instead, the 
delicate eyes would narrow, the small teeth .appear, «nd some be¬ 
wildered lad would find himself being ,’sdFeechingly denounced as 
» shit, a ‘bastard, or even a motherfucker. Those were the first 
igns, back in the early enj of the fashiopably foul mouth. The 
«<-eds have long since rooted and fhe dark! flower is opening now. 
Aggro ChicTffm our miSlt^fmfl^oiTe i^'us is safe. 

A ^-\tr ^xampMe. SoqgjMteeks agjb an acquaintance came 
acros^Jtwo figures on the'Wive at the side of his house. They 
were siphoning petrol frominis car, and when he disturbed Jjje 
pair ihey^romuflyTurned o'n hjm and bgat him up. Not an unusual 
story. oi\ lat.qAthat ni^jitjjwhen the vitjfiins w-thso 

apprehended, .they turnedjnut rtfi be girls, both 19 and from upjfrr 
mMWIe-cli?$s\homes. Tliefriichoot deny their felony,, which they 
regarded dK^toorc of a'lafk,' When questioned about, the efficient 
way in which tliemlu fieri "up their vie (to, the brittle young things 
proudly anno%rce5f that ihe^Ytere proficient .in Rung Fu. In 
-ultslgucnt "interviews. within s^cldl tyorker, one of the gi^s 
admitted that she enjoyed placitlg herself in a situation where .Sue 
might have a qhaqce to use her^nartial craft on a man. 

Then there Was Larry , ‘Confl f dent,*-fairly likeable, a front-line 
scorer with girls who fall for pseudo-intellectual flattery, he 
recently picked .up twp at once and began in short order to makejt 
with them irftJio back <tf his far.Larl-y has always affected an air of 
blase worldliness, some of it genuine, but that particular boutcof 
group sex left him as frightened as any spotty pubescent, youth yi 
the clutches of a hirsute widowV'Tve never experienced anything 
like it,” he swore. "Tftere I was, stretched out on the seat, shudder¬ 
ing away in the throes with one on my. face and the other doing 
something spectacular down - below ’ then it all stopped! u It stopped 
and then it changed. The familiarity of shared impulses withdrew 
and Larry found himself being forcibly turned on his 1'ace, guided 
expertly by firm fdfwig hands which hurt .whenever he tried to 
resist. He was made to kneel on the floor,‘with his face and chest 
on the seat. He has described what, followed in various ways, 
trying to capture the specific (fifality ofshoek, terror arid agonising 
revulsion. "I could smell them, their perfume, the femininity of 
them, and at the same time there was this brutality coming from 
the same source. My arms were twisted around my back and there 
was a bare knee on my neck I couldn’t budge. All the time I was 
trying to shout but the seat muffled most of it, and then I did get 
my head on the side far enough to get some sound out, another 
knee bashed me in the nose and my hair was- nearly ripped out, 
so I had to put my face into the leather again. It was the craziest 
feeling, being nakecl in the car with two naked girls, and yet 
finding like I was being mugged by a couple of Hell’s Angels.” 
Screaming silently into the upholstery, unable to move, Larry was 
painfully buggered with the wooden handle of a screwdriver. 
Afterwards, when he became fully conscious, he found himself 
alone iri the car, the instrument of his humiliation lying beside him 
and ly?yond it his empty wallet. Understandably, Larry did not 
report the incident to the police, but he was obliged to seek the aid 
of a doctor, who drew his own cynical conclusions. 


The third example concerns Leonard, a young man who derives 
special pleasure from pujling wealthy women. Less than a year ago, 
he found himself in what was a superficially enviable ^position, 
viz., inside a lush Ferrarri and inside its owner, a 23-year-old 
blonde as Irish as her car and just as high-powered. In mid-stroke,- 
Leonard suddenly felt a sharp pain beneath ’his lefrkhoulderblade.^ 
"It’s a knife,” the girl hissed in his ear. "If you come before I‘do, I’ll 
shove it through your ribs.” Fropi that moment onwards, remaining 
competent was Leonard’s major problem, and as soon as the 
woman had gurgled and jerked her way through the orgasm, he . 
made his getaway with a minimum of ceremony. 

These are extreme examples of Aggro Chic, which is manifested \ 
more frequently in less dauntingly direct ways, but with ho less 
sinister import. Fashion in clothing appears to have boomeranged, 1 
perhaps as a reaction as most alternatives have been explored; 
fashion in behaviour has come to prominence as a focus for social 
experimentation, and sexual behaviour, tangled with the muzzy 
politics of female self-assertion, is undergoing a revolutionary dis¬ 
tortion at the hands of privileged trendies. It is no longer sufficient, 
ip the dialectic of certain metallic-voiced girls with too much time 
to sit araund dreaming up these movements, that the men should 
be shouted cj°wn and told what defilers they are, the word must 
become flesh.’ 

Irene, one of thd Rung Fu petrol thieves, is voluble enough on 
this point. "Sure, theVe’s a definite pleasure, a righteous pleasure, 
in kheking some man in the balls. It’s all the more pleasant if he’s 
on the offensive when it happens. I don’t see, that it’s so dishonest 
1 to'set (up a situation which is no more than typical, symbolic. Men 
feel th^y have a right to be aggressors, and it’s only made more 
unbearable by the sickening condesaension they give off when they 
hold open a door for a woman, or give her their seat in the Tube. The 
big daddy lion showing he can be tender, just so long as the-rules are 
allowed to sfand. Him Tarzan, you shit.” The petrol siphoning 
game, Irene points out, serves a number of functions for the with-it 
female in pursuit of her flew morality. The theft-itself is an act of 
retribution, and the means of effecting it - through a tube which 
first has to be sucked - makes up for the bygone blow jobs which 
enriched the male at tfle expense of a woman’s dignity. Then 
there’s the necessary stpalth, the guerrilla element, the demon¬ 
stration of feline cunning. Getting caught, of course, is the best 
part. The man comes on strong, angry, the 1 epitome of all that is 
detestable in Jais kind, and wfth evangelical glee the girls proceed to 
put the boejb'in. The same so-called vindication is the goal of a 
turnabout where male chauvinism is converted suddenly to female 
rape, as with Larry, and it energises the kind of situation where 
Leonard found himself becoming the submissive partner, on pain of 
possible death. _■ » 

The facts are alarming enough, but what is more distressiftg to 
the careful observer is that, like ancient far-flung tribes, the Aggro 
Chic crowd appears to formulate its rules and procedures by- tele¬ 
pathy. Without any detectable central policymaking body, it 
evinces, countrywide, a virtually identical code. Lib groups,’ 
which are now too conventional and logical for dedicated trendies, 
cannot be held responsible. The answer, I suspect, lies in an 
inevitable, perverse evolution. 

Every ideology produces deformed offshoots - just think of the 
ugly, negative extensions of Socialism, Capitalism and Christi¬ 
anity. Like any other majqr creed, the emotive dogma-of Women’s 
Rights has set free buried lines of automatic reasoning in females 
of widely-varying intellect and prejudice. Women and men fall into 
emotional types, and it seems fair to presume that the kind of 




STRIP EASE 

Richard Wortley is fast becoming an expert 

on sex. His latest book A Pictorial History 

of Striptease follows hard on Sex in the 

Cinema. But while his book on 

celluloid sex was a disap- 

pointment (due mainly to 

the publisher) his new sex- 

ploit is excellent. Well-illus- ajft » 

trated and produced (by ■ 

Octupus, £2.95) Wortley takes 

the art through its various 

forms, stripping the illusion as 

well as a few garments on the 

way. There’s even a section on 

how to strip with plenty of pic- 

tures beforehand of the experts. 

He has some kind words to say 
about the Raymond Revuebar 
Theatre - 'today this club stands at 
the top of the artistic tree’, and des- igS 
cribes its attractions as 'erotic enter- 
tainment’. There are enough sexy pic- 
tures in the book to satisfy even the B 
keenest strip fan - and the words are ■ 


SCIENCE - HITS - BACK 
DEPT: Science and technology 
seem to be hitting back at humans in 
weird robot-like fashion. Latest tool in 
the war is the common vibrator. A woman 
told doctors at one hospital that 'in the 
excitement of the moment’ her husband 
had pushed a vibrator in her anus which 
was 'lost from his control’. In a similar 
case , a woman lost a vibrator which con¬ 
tinued working for five hours! A single 
man claimed that he had been attacked 
by a gang of youths who stuck a bottle up 
his anus-on examination a vibrator was 
found lodged there. 

So watch what you do with that 
motorised piece of plastic! 



























Ur&EAT 

Shawn Philips, known to those who follow 
the Steely Dan sounds, is not a commercial 
musician in the sense that he hits the charts 
with great regularity. Yet as his latest 
album Rumplestiltskin’s Resolve (A&M Re¬ 
cords) shows, his approach is refreshing. 
While some of the tracks echo some of The 
Incredible String Band’s early works, the 
album as a whole is more mellow, more 
polished than his last. Philips, like so many 
artists now, is moving towards a simpler 
sound. Once he gets rid of bits of schmultz 
he should have a fine sound. But this album 
is worth catching. Another sound which 
has not had the chart success it deserves is 
that of The Tubes. Their new album Young 
and Rich (A&M) backed up by tours and 
massive publicity, hasn’t given the band the 
enormous popularity they have in the 
States. This could be because they fall into 
the 'live act’ category, and once having seen 
them, you’re hooked. A good rock sound, 
perhaps, like Aerosmith, they will develop 
their studio technique. A good album for 
rock fans. Mott the Hoople, otherwise 
known as Mott, are one of those groups who 


THE SOFT TOUCH 

Think soft thoughts the next time you are 
sponging your tender parts in a bath. The 
little sponge you fill with soap was once a 
living creature with a sex drive like your¬ 
self. However, unlike we mere humans, the 
sponge can satisfy itself by changing sex at 
will. So if the male sponge is not paying 
enough attention, then a quick turn-about 
can solve the problem. The larva it produces 


helps move it about - otherwise it is stuck. 
The idea behind this is that if the sorry 
sponge is getting nowhere in its sexual 
advances, it simply has an orgasm, moves 
up the beach a bit, and hopes for better 
things next spring. It must be one of the 
only cases in history where a quick ejacula¬ 
tion gets you out of hot water into somewhat 
cooler spots. 

A question of shifting your load? 


DIRTY DIYE 

Latest from the Land of Hope and 
Gory: Sky-diving in the nude. One 
young beauty says 'It’s like going 
to bed. Each time you jump, you 
hope it’s going to be a good experi¬ 
ence’. Another claims; 'Each time 
I jump I come’. Yet another dishy 
diver reckons: 'It’s better than com¬ 
ing’. Whatever it’s got, plunging 
through the air at the end of a para¬ 
chute seems to be the 'in’ thing as 
far as erotica is concerned (picture). 
The only trouble appears to be for 
men - who have to be very, very 
careful where they land! No-one 
has yet managed to have full inter¬ 
course while on the way down - so 
hands up the thirty second mer- 


HOGROrES FOR THE WICKED 

Appropriately named Think Twice 
Some firm now market a device 
Which would-be rapists will detest, 

When seizing victims by the breast: 

A bra that turns the lady’s knockers 
To highly disconcerting shockers... 

The trespasser’s intruding finger 
Will have no tendency to linger 
On finding that the bra is wired 
To shock the fiend by passion fired. 

The girl who wears it - so it's stated - 
Is well and truly insulated. 

There’s just one thing that worries Club 
What happens if (and here’s the rub!) 

A damsel-geared up to resist 
The risks of being mauled or kissed 
Should be assaulted by the guy 
She’s keen to be accosted by? 

What fate befalls the fool who sups 
From those electrifying cups? 

Bernard Campion 








happen. We lived in the depths of the 
country on a farm, and children mature 
much more slowly there than they do 
in London - or any other big town. I’d 
honestly never thought of boys as any¬ 
thing other than friends. Of course I knew 
all about sex - all country children do - 
but somehow I’d never applied it to me. 
Anyway, to get back to the point. My 
mother dragged me, screaming all the 
way, to London two days before my birth¬ 
day. She took me to hairdressers, beauty 
salons, boutiques - all over the place. As 
we walked to the platform at the station, 
I felt eyes following me. I started blush¬ 
ing - well, I thought my knickers were 
round my ankles or the flies of my brand- 
new trouser suit were open or something. 

"Then came my birthday and my 
party. All the usual crowd were there - 
boys I’d known all my life. But the way 
they looked at me made me feel a new 
person. I realised I was a woman and felt 
proud of it. And I’ve never looked back 
since!” □ 
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It’s time for gathering the 
harvest again - when all 
strong men take into their 
arms the fruits of a long, hot 
summer. In days of yore, 
there were festivals and 
dances to celebrate the occa¬ 
sion and many a man got 
more than his wheat - or 
was it oats? But now accord¬ 
ing to best-selling author 
Hugh Miller you don’t have 
to chase the ladies, they come 
after you - with knives and 
knickers drawn. His article 
Aggro Chic should make you 
feel very lucky - or very 
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frightened. Roger Manvell 
still claims that ladies are not 
getting as much as they 
should in the cinema. In 
Abreast of The Times, he 
takes a modern look at the 
silver screen. Quality, not 
quantity, is what Philippa 
Pigache feels sex is about and 
gives her reasons why in In 
Praise of Smaller Men - 
which should make pint- 
sizers feel like quarts. And, 
of course, our lovely ladies - 
they’re a harvest all on their 
own. So get down and 'start 
gathering! □ 
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ALL WILL BE 
REVEALED... 



. . . when you make certain of getting your copy of Club 
International by taking out a regular subscription. Not only 
will you be given the low-dpwn on some of the loveliest ladies 
around, you’ll be entertairtetl in a manner that men of the 
world expect. The finest and most informative features, the most 
intriguing and erotic fiction, the funniest cartoons and, of 
course, letters that are enough to make the stamps curl! All 
you have to do is send off the money, and for the next twelve 
months revelation will be yours. It’s enough to make you tear 
apart at the seams . . . 


Please send me the next twelve monthly issues of Club \ 
International. I enclose cheque/postal order/cash for £9.00 | 
(United Kingdom) or £12.00 (Overseas). All cheques and I 
postal orders should be made payable to Paul Raymond I 
Publications Ltd., and all cash should be sent registered post. 1 
Cheques will be held pending clearance. Send this form to: I 
The Subscription Manager, The National Magazine Co. Ltd., [ 
22 Armoury Way, Wandsworth, London, SW18 1HA. 

Name. | 

Address. I 


I BLOCK LETTERS PLEASE 
1^7 am over eighteen years of age. 























" You’re pissed! 


"Who’s a dirty little gastard, then?” 


'Now will you look at me when I’m talking to you!’ 


"Say goodbye to the ladies and gentlemen 
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have had a few personal changes 
without disrupting their sound. 
Since Ian Hunter left to carve a 
solo career for himself and Nigel 
Benjamin joined, they have main¬ 
tained a steady high standard. 
Their latest offering Shouting and 
Pointing (CBS) is a magnificent 


musical tour de force of rock 'n’ roll. Some of the 
tracks are perhaps a little over-indulged but 'Career 
(No Such Thing As Rock 'n’ Roll)’ is superb. The 
Carpenters have sold over 30 million records to date 
- so obviously the 'easy listening’ market is still pant¬ 
ing for smooth, summery sounds. A Kind of Hush 
(A&M) continues the sugary assault on our senses 
and no doubt will have everyone drooling in their 
armchairs over tea and scones. If you’re a Carpenters’ 
fan, and worry about their bank balance, rush out 
and buy the album. If not, stick to your own tastes. 
In many ways they are the adult’s answer to the 
Osmonds - and don’t we all love them? 


MET-5ALL 

Trust the Swedish to come up with the latest idea 
in sexual entertainment. The Sexorama porn club 
in Stockholm now has the slogan 'Where couples 
make love from floor to ceiling’ - and they mean 
just that. To attract new custom the management 
has suspended huge nets from the ceiling into 
which the acts crawl and do their bit. As one guy 
said, it might be just as well to take a sou’wester 
- these Swedish ladies are no lightweights when 
it comes to sex. While you enjoy your steak and 
chips a young lady plays with a vibrator above 
your head. We don’t know what happens if the net 
breaks - it could be a case of having a 
tender rump steak on your 
table. All good 
things, 


a stiff neck ... which raises the point, 
how do you eat while staring at the ceiling? A 
se of chew and screw? Or don’t peek with your 
full? 


OUTOFJOIHT 

She’s long, cool, and some say she 
can make you blow your mind. An 
American magazine has just voted 
her centre spread girl. And this lady 
certainly enjoys being rolled in be¬ 
tween the skins! Who is she? 

A full-flowered mari¬ 
juana plant. The 
mag? Mari¬ 
juana 
Monthly. 
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women who must, through some fundamental insecurity, always 
be the first and the most outrageous, are arriving at similar con¬ 
clusions without consulting each other in any organised way. 
Fashion has a pattern: it arrives, it is developed, it undergoes pro¬ 
found change. 

It is significant that so many of the aggro girls come from the 
upper reaches of society. Freedom from financial pressures, the 
idea of work as a mere alternative to boredom and elastic moral 
boundaries tend to produce, among other things, young women 
who lack the necessities of character and discipline. Radicals 
abound in such a climate, people ferreting on the borderlines of 
society to locate something that might make them feel real, useful. 
Consider that, then consider the outlook of a young woman 
desperately trying to uphold her beloved faith knowing it must 
become more outrageous to deserve the 'fashionable’ label, and 
relishing, at the same time, the prospect of unleashing a streak of 
savagery which was never properly controlled in infancy. Such an 
individual makes the standard sexually-aggressive woman look 
rather homely. 

Some hideously sadistic wellsprings have already been un¬ 
covered by the emerging fashion. A 22-year-old girl who believes 
men should be suppressed to the category of sex toys, a girl who 
superficially radiates charm and breeding, was induced to talk. In 
the end, it was difficult to make her stop. 

"The mythology is such fucking crap,” she asserted. "Because 
it’s been fed into her since she was a baby, the average girl is con¬ 
ditioned to believe in the romantic necessity, the element they 
used to call 'dishy’, the male mystique that hangs about a man like a 
holy nimbus. A cock is what he is, a cock with minor accessories 



and muted pink lights, or any of the other fake paraphernalia. The 
man is the instrument of a woman’s pleasure, and it’s not some 
weak, watery need she has, either. It’s stronger than a man’s, as 
any girl discovers when she resurrects her true instincts from the 
traditional blancmange of romance and sentimentality. An 
efficient cock, driven by a man who has no higher purpose, is every 
woman’s right.” 

And the man’s rights, I ventured to ask, what are they? 

"He has none. Women have always carried the genuine ability 
to rule and organise the world. They are the creators, the children 
come from them. Men are the servants of that creativity, even if 
they have managed for countless centuries to dominate with false 
credentials and mind-fogging shit about being protectors and so 
forth. The idea of father sounds so superior to mother, doesn’t it? 
That’s the male myth-building in action. To be a father, all you have 
to do is put your penis in a woman and deposit some semen. Mother¬ 
hood is the condition that means something, it involves physical 
and emotional hardship, not just a quick 10-second thrill.” 

It was clear that this girl’s adherence to the Aggro Chic philo¬ 
sophy was something of a self-deluding expedient. She was using the 
movement as a peg for a strong underlying drive towards perver¬ 
sion. Revelation came during an enraptured discourse on just how a 
man could be deployed, ideally, as a sex machine. "He can turn on 
every erotic sensation without opening his mouth or using his 
lumbering technique. Look, the enjoyment is all on the one side, 


it’s the way things are, like it or not. Every part of the male pleasure 
device can be manipulated to precise advantage. I would bind the 
man, hand and foot, which is very satisfactory, because it symbol¬ 
ises my role as dominator. That alone would be terrifically exciting. 
After that I’d cause him pain, I’d use the power of my fingers to 
create enormous agony with the smallest of effort. Oh, there’s so 
much that can be done. Every nerve in a woman’s body can be set 
tingling if she uses a man correctly.” 

I asked if the act of coitus figured anywhere in her sensation- 
packed ideal. 

"Fucking? Of course, it’s the grand finale. The trick is to enjoy 
the journey as much as the arrival, though. Another mark of a 
woman’s dominant status is the superiority of her sexual equip¬ 
ment. She can come over and over again, and she should have at 
least three orgasms before actually getting the cock inside her. 
When the man is finally unbound and .allowed to mount, he does so 
in the certain knowledge that he must not ejaculate until he is 
told he may. He would be under some strong threat or other, to 
ensure his compliance.” 

There was a wistful air about the lady’s concluding remarks. 
"I’ll never see the ideal accepted in my lifetime, but the shift has 
started. One day, men will be what nature intended them to be, 
and women will run the world properly. All I can do is contribute 
to the change-over, whenever I can.” That last sentence had the 
chilling ring of an intent already realised, at least once. 

Men could be unwittingly lending support to the trend. The 
massive sales of bondage literature here and abroad have far out¬ 
stripped early expectation, and female writing on the subject 
indicates that men can often be made to accept a symbolic sup¬ 
pression to the point where they want little else in the way of 
gratification. In the bedroom, existing evidence suggests that 
domination fantasies are acted-out by 10 times as many women as 
men. What is currently no more than a spark could become a 
ruinous fire, given the amount of ready sexual submission among 
men, and the antithetical willingness among wives and lovers to 
don the boots and pick up the whip. 

Senseless crimes of violence committed by young women are on 
the increase. One social worker, a girl with few liberationist 
streaks in her, has detected a tribal pattern linking several cases. 
"A lot of it is terribly direct,” she said. "There’s obviously careful 
planning involved. I don’t think of the incidents as crimes so much 
as ritual acts. We had five cases in three months, and two of the girls 
were caught. They didn’t know each other, but they could have been 
turned out by the same aggro academy, they were so similar. Well- 
bred, heavily indoctrinated in feminist logic, and extremely vicious. 
One of them attacked a teenage boy. She dislocated his shoulder, 
kicked him several times in the scrotum and then took his money 
and his wrist watch. The other one went for a middle-aged drunk. 
She enticed him into a park, let him fondle her, the usual scrubber 
routine. When she began to masturbate the man, she apparently 
pulled back his foreskin by stages, then drew a strip of heavy sand¬ 
paper across the exposed tip of his penis. He was still half-demented 
with the pain when they admitted him to hospital. By that time, 
he’d suffered an additional kick in the testicles, a gouging on one 
side of his face, and his wallet had gone.” This social worker has 
seen many cases in the space of a few months, and she summed up 
her suspicions neatly. "It’s like a black law of nature, coming into 
force overnight.” 

Conclusions on a matter of this kind can vary, of course. Tech¬ 
nically, it is far too early to evaluate the evidence, but at an in¬ 
stinctive level there is ample cause for concern. Male sexual ad¬ 
vances, at least among those who genuinely worry about this trend, 
must naturally be limited in scope and spontaneity by the lurking 
suspicion that the girl in focus, however soft and moist-looking, 
may well be planning to dabble in castration at the earliest oppor¬ 
tunity. The only real defence, which is far from totally effective, is 
to avoid young women with fashionable looks and confident eyes. A 
few months grazing in the pastures of the older, gentler creatures 
might pay off in terms of physical safety and confidence of approach, 
however much is forfeited in zestful accomplishment. 

I choose to believe that Aggro Chic is no more than a passing 
phase. It has all the earmarks of a frantic fad in the hands of 
undisciplined children, and like all their other fashions it will fade 
before it can prevail. But there’s no point in going complacent 
about this thing. I mean, what’s going to be powerful enough to 
replace it? And when does the next phase start? □ 

Accessories by Incognito Leather, Old Brompton Road, London SW5. 
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T omboy was what they used 
to call Tamsyn up to her 
16th birthday - exactly up 
to her 16th birthday, 
which may surprise you, but 
she’ll explain later. Tamsyn 
wanted to be a boy - it was as 
simple as that. She was tired of 
being told that girls didn’t play 
with catapults, whistle through 
their teeth, ride racing bikes. 
Those were the things that Tam¬ 
syn was interested in doing, and 
she didn’t see why she should be 
forced into playing with dolls, 
learning how to cook and various 
other occupations her mother 
thought suitable but she didn’t. 
It’s understandable. 

"Then my mother really 
pulled a sly one. Incidentally, it 
may seem incredible to you that a 
girl can reach 16 these days and 
be totally unaware of her own 
femininity, but believe me, it can 
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'I’M the Princess, you silly bugger - THAT’S the witch!!” 


















a powerful lobby - rejected and even derided though it is by so 
many women - it is obvious that some counter-movement in popular 
entertainment will seize the public imagination of men and women 
alike. It is the younger rather than the older generation who seize 
on these films and insist on keeping them current on the screen - 
young men (traditional in outlook as most young men fundament¬ 
ally remain), perhaps even cynically applauding these assaults on 
a sex they feel to have become overweening in its rejection of male 
charm. The Women’s Liberation movement (which acts sometimes 
almost like a female Ku Klux Klan in its arrogant and irrational 
rejection of the male) goes to all lengths, from the reasonable to the 
unreasonable, in declaring woman’s need to be entirely independent 
of man. Hence they get the best of both worlds with popular films 
such as Swept Away and Last Tango in Paris. The male is at once 
shown up and (perversely) romantically idealised, and when his 
ultimate vulnerability is fully exposed (in his desire for marriage or 
his pleading for sexual partnership), his woman turns and thumbs 
her nose at him and (in one case at least) goes off with easier prey. 
In Swept Away she flies off with her unwanted but wealthy husband 
in his helicopter; in Last Tango in Paris, like some praying mantis, 
she destroys him. So these are women’s pictures, even though, 
particularly in Bertolucci’s case, there is more than a measure of 
both misogyny and misanthropy in the film. 

Outside the popular mainstream of cinema lie the other films I 
have mentioned. Eustache’s The Mother and the Whore (a lengthy, 
three-and-a-half-hour examination of the sexual relations of a man 
and two women) would appeal to a somewhat specialised taste. 
Nothing happens but the prolonged interchanges between the 
young man and his two very divergent mistresses - the mother- 
figure and the whore-figure. The film has been compared to Last 
Tango in Paris, but it is in fact notably different. It does not exploit 
physical assault in the manner of Last Tango ; rather it becomes a 
confessional, a film of continuous debate in which the self-centred 
needs of the young man (played by Jean-Pierre Leaud, who also 
plays the young fiance in Last Tango) are explored in painful, 
cathartic detail, and the initial jealousy of the two women - the one 
who mothers him and the one who whores after him - is resolved by 
their gradual drawing together in an alliance which finally serves 
to drive him out. 

Quite different, and also very amusing, is Dusan Makavejev’s 
W.R. - Mysteries of the Organism. Using his own personal interpre¬ 
tation of the teachings of Wilhelm Reich, Makavejev has created a 
fantasy of female sexual liberation, equating it with political 
liberation and with communism. 

Alongside these films in the more specialised field of exhibition 
are certain close studies of homosexuality made by the now cele¬ 
brated German director, Werner Fassbinder. Fassbinder also aims 
primarily to entertain in a serious vein, but his films through sub¬ 
ject and treatment remain in a somewhat specialised field and 
appeal to only sophisticated audiences outside Germany. 

La Belle du Jour, like Bergman’s The Silence, was a film some¬ 
what ahead of its time and its success almost 10 years ago was 
no doubt in part due to the shock of seeing a well-heeled, middle- 
class woman take to afternoon prostitution to save herself from 
boredom - a theme Godard had explored in Deux ou Trois Choses que 
Je Sais d’Elle - though prostitution in this case has a wider sig¬ 
nificance, since Godard holds that no-one can survive our modern 
urban society without some degree of prostitution. La Belle du Jour, 
like so many other films of its period, obscured the fine line between 
our perception of actuality (as we conceive it to be) and our wishful 
obsessions and hallucinations - in this case a polite and beautiful 
woman’s exploration of the sexual experience denied her in married 
life. Bunuel’s remarkable, sardonic humour ebbed and flowed 
throughout this film as in his other exposures of the decadent and 
purposeless bourgeoisie of whose pretensions he makes fun in such 
films as The Exterminating Angel and The Discreet Charm of the 
Bourgeoisie, in both of which he mingles fantasy with burlesque for 
the purposes of satire. 

Bergman’s celebrated Scenes from a Marriage is in many 
respects the least compromising statement about the relationship 
of a man and a woman yet to have appeared on the screen. This is 
partly because of its length - 300 minutes (six 50-minute episodes) 
for television, or nearly three hours in the big'-screen version 
Bergman prepared for cinema showings. The principals, Johan 
and Marianne, are an ostensibly happily-married couple belonging 
to the professional classes - he, a research scientist in academic 
work, she a lawyer specialising in divorce. They are the parents of 


two young daughters. Their problem could be described as being 
deeply in love, but not on the level of domestic compatibility. To 
cover this they have adopted the mask of stable married folks. 

The episodes of the film span a considerable range of years, but 
the first three concern the disintegration of the marriage. In the 
fourth episode the real complication in their relationship is re¬ 
vealed. They are still undivorced. Johan is unhappy with Paula, his 
young girlfriend - 'loneliness,’ he says, 'is absolute’, the only 
sure thing there is in life. Marianne has had new lovers, but has 
been bored by them. It seems inevitable that they end up in bed 
together, linked by some fundamental tie which neither can al¬ 
together sever. Six months later, however, under the influence of a 
bottle of brandy, they have a violent quarrel over the divorce 
papers and the economic and parental problems their severance has 
occasioned. He has become unnerved through the deterioration 
in his relationship with Paula, and alarmed to find that his career 
appears to have been checked - the University is passing him over 
when it comes to promotion and special projects. But Marianne 
has drawn too far away from him to he responsive to his self-pity. 
She wants to remarry. Recrimination over the past leads to real 
blows. Ashamed at this display, Johan decides they are both 
'emotional illiterates’. The divorce papers are finally signed. 

The film series ends with an episode taking place six years later. 



she ponders, and he agrees that in spite of his years - after 20 years 
of marriage - he is still a 'boy who never wants to grow up’. 

Liv Ullman’s performance, uncompromisingly emotional, as 
Marianne, gives this film its immediate and raw suffering; the 
nerves are all exposed throughout its duration. She holds back 
nothing of the self-torture Marianne experiences, her search for 
the truth about herself and this man she loves but so bitterly 
resents. His own search and disillusion are equally bitter: one of 
Bergman’s oldest collaborators, both as actor and (on occasion) as 
co-author, Erland Josephson, gives Johan just the right degree of 
inflexibility and lack of mature response to a woman whose self- 
realisation is always a step ahead of his. This film has no philo¬ 
sophical or even psychological interpretation to bring to bear on the 
experiences it shows; no theory of marriage or of sexual relation¬ 
ship emerges. Nothing is allowed to relieve the pain of this man and 
this woman who cannot survive in partnership, but nevertheless 
cannot bring themselves to part for ever. Sensitive and highly- 
aware people have admitted to coming away from the cinema 
'shattered’ after seeing the three-hour version. The series, spread 
over a period of weeks on television, was more diluted in its effect. 

On the evidence of such films as these, we can claim that the 
cinema has undoubtedly reached in recent years an altogether 
maturer level in presenting, portraying and interpreting the 
relationship of the sexes. We can be thankful for that. It is, no doubt, 
a product of the new age of frankness in discussion and exposure of 
this most difficult area of human affairs. Now it has started, the 
cinema can scarcely turn back on itself, or retreat into its former 
immaturity. It will be interesting to see how much further it can go 
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Rothmans 

Whenyou know 


hates her for her class, despises her as a woman, and finally beats 
her into submission to his will - morally, domestically and sexually. 
She becomes his slave, but at the same time she falls absolutely 
under his masculine spell and believes herself in love with him. No 
holds are barred in language or treatment on either side, but the 
film, of all those I have mentioned, is the most crudely romantic in 
conception. It is a modern man’s (or, in fact, a modem woman’s) 
version of that polite social comedy, Barrie’s The Admirable 
Crichton, which was first adapted as a film as early as 1919 by Cecil 
B. De Mille with the title of Male and Female, and later remade in 
far more genteel style with Kenneth More and Diane Cilento in the 
parts played now with every physical crudity by Mariangela Melato 
and the bearded Giancarlo Giannini. The relationship is changed 
from one of gentle irony (Crichton was, after all, a very superior 
and intelligent butler of the old school, and also a 'gentleman’ of 
good manners with an elegant command of English self-expression) 
to a savage, almost Neanderthal bluntness. 

Why, in a period when Women’s Lib is so in evidence, and accep¬ 
ted by well-disposed and suitably 'liberated’ males, should we be 
treated to this reversion to caveman sexual politics? It is by 
superior muscle-power, and not by persuasion, that this Sicilian 
subdues and 'possesses’ the woman, and in so doing discovers a form 
of love. I say a form of love because when, as inevitably happens, 
they are rescued by some passing ship, the woman reverts immedi¬ 
ately to her former, privileged way of life, leaving the man now to 
experience loss - since he fails in his attempts to persuade her to 
leave her spouse and return with him to renew their passionate life 
of primitive isolation in the Mediterranean sun. She proves to be 
the realist and he the romantic. 

Swept Away is basically an old-fashioned film remodelled to suit 
a modern audience’s taste for direct sexual excitement and its more 
violent forms of expression. It no doubt satisfies what I have called 
the deep-down, Neanderthal man-woman relationship in which 
force becomes the advocate of attraction, and in which regard (if 
not affection) follows on physical conquest in fully-endowed, 
sensual beings of opposite sexes. It is the modern version of the old 
'cave-man’ joke, even of the romanticised form of this which 
Valentino represented when, dressed in sheik’s clothing, he ran off 
with and (presumably) raped or seduced his only-too-willing female 
conquests. It was a clever move by Lina Wertmuller to introduce 
politics into her modern cave romance, and enable her hero (or 
anti-hero) to accompany every subduing blow he gives the woman 
with a catalogue of the communist’s deeply-felt grudges against 
the wealth bourgeois class. 

Swept cay may appear to be a proletarian’s Last Tango in 
Paris, but the latter, much-acclaimed, Franco-Italian production - 
still in current distribution after four years - is of an altogether 
different significance. Nevertheless, sexual assault once again 
turns out to be the basis for romance, and Neanderthal man a 
romantic in wolf’s clothing. Just as Giannini’s bearded brute proves 
a romantic loser in Swept Away, coldly deserted by the woman 
without whom he has come to feel he can no longer live, so in Last 
Tango in Paris it is Marlon Brando, playing to the life a disil¬ 
lusioned, middle-aged American with a powerful, last-stand sexual 
drive, who caps his violence with a proposal of marriage which 
appals the girl he has so violently seduced (admittedly with her 
active participation) driving her in the end to murder him. 

The strange outcome is that this film has become, in effect, a 
'woman’s picture’, given high marks by women critics and praised 
by women intellectuals. This might be due to the traditional 
ambivalence of attitude some women seem to adopt to rape (includ¬ 
ing the familiar jokey reactions of those who think themselves 
neglected) until they come to realise better the harsher facts of 
rape, about which women with, a more realistic understanding 
are now publishing books. Last Tango in Paris (praised, for example, 
by Jan Dawson as 'Bertolucci’s magnificent achievement’) is what 
it is by virtue of its exposure of man’s delusions about his own 
desires, which make him at once the romantic and the aggressor, 
the gourmet and the devourer, the poet and the predator of sex. 
Thus romance and realism join in such films as Swept Away and its 
profounder partner, Last Tango in Paris, and women perhaps feel 
some, sad triumph as Jeanne guns down her assailant and prepares 
her story of desperate resistance to her 'rape by a stranger for 
the police. The last tango she performs with him as he finally pours 
out his dreadful story in her horrified ears and pleads for marriage 
proves to be a dance of death. 

In a period when the Women’s Liberation movement has become 
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conviction -- for example in Ingmar Bergman’s The Silence or in Luis Bunuel’sla Belle du Jour. 

But in the 1970s vast, international audiences have devoured films like Bernardo Bertolucci’s 
Last Tango in Paris (1972) or, more recently, Lina Wertmuller’s Swept Away (1975), films which, in 
spite of their differences, are closely related in their handling of the sexual confrontation of man 
and woman; while the minority public have seen Dusan Makavejev’s W.R. Mysteries of the 
Organism (1971) and Bergman’s The Touch (1970)— made in English with Elliott Gould and Bibi 
Andersson - and his. Scenes from a Marriage (1973L These films leave little unexposed about the 
relationship of the sexes, and are films which it would have been inconceivable even 15 years 
ago to show with international acclaim. Another filnt x of some importance was Jean Eustache’s 
The Mother and the Whore (1973), a film which, like MysteSs of the Organism, though relatively 
widely shown, was of a kind which would nevertheless only reach the more sophisticated audience. 

Swepf Away is the only film among these to be made by a woman. Lina Wertmuller has been 
directing for some considerable time in Italy, but only recently - and this through the sensational 
success of Swept Away - has she started to make films reaching wider, international audiences. 
Swept Away tells the story of a shrewish woman of the Italian patrician class - rich, privileged, 
loud-mouthed, unmannerly, and with a ne«fasqist political outlook- who, by an accident of fortune, 
finds herself alone on a small, uninhabited island in the Mediterranean with a Sicilian of the lower 
classes, a proletarian with strongly left-wing views, a humble member of the crew on her husband’^ 
ocean-going yacht. He has been detailed to row her to an island rendezvous to bathe when they are 
overtaken by an impenetrable mist, and are finally only able to survive by landing the following day, 
untraced, on this refuge of rock and sand. The spoilt woman, who has nothing on but a bathing- 
wrap, continues to play the role of the dominating employer of an utterly inferior human being 
until she finds herself up against the superior wits and the sheer physical strength of this man who 
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by Rachel Cavendish 


The fact that your lover is away for the greater part of each year need not inhibit your sexual relationship 
or restrict your love-life. On the contrary, it can make it more inventive, exciting and fulfilling, as is 
graphically illustrated here . . . 


J ' y lover is a travelling man. We 
meet no more than once a month, 
the rest of the time we’re thousands 
of miles apart. Yet we make love at 
least twice a week. Our separation, which 
could be damaging, is used to build an 
exciting sexual relationship. We make love 
long-distance with erotic tapes and letters, 
photographs and phone calls. How does it 
work? I’ll tell you about the start of my year. 

Joe flew in early on New Year’s Day and 
we spent the whole day in bed - and that 
just has to be the only way to start off the 
New Year. In the evening I drove him out 
to the airport. We were in the bar drinking 
Brandy Alexanders, the first time I’d tasted 
that incredibly smooth, sexy drink. It made 
me want Joe again, to take him in my mouth, 
feel the hardness of him, the heat, the slight 
stickiness. 

Joe knew. He took my glass - there was 
about an inch of liquid left in it - and 
disappeared: but not to the bar. Minutes 
later he came back, the glass a little fuller. 
He had come in the glass for me. The flight 
call came through and he left me in the bar 
drinking the perfect erotic cocktail. 

A few days later I made this tape for him. 

Tape One - London, Sunday, January 4. 
From Rachel to Joe. 

I’m in the bedroom now, in front of the 
mirror. My skin is the colour of fresh milk 
and I’m naked except for the long, black 
silk gloves, the ones you bought for me last 
year. Do you remember them? How I would 
silk-stroke you all over. Hands, mouth, 
breath, all competing to give you pleasure. 

You are still inside my mind. I cup each 
breast, pressing them together as if you are 
here. You love to come between my breasts, 
sliding between their fullness. For me, the 
total pleasure of both feeling and seeing 
your hardness. 

For a moment I don’t move, enjoying the 
weight of my breasts, their yielding soft¬ 
ness as I press my fingers into them. By 
lifting them slightly and bending my head, 
my tongue is reaching the nipple. I’m you, 
brushing my tongue against them, barely 
touching. Now sucking, gentle at first, then 
the sharper pleasure of bitten flesh. 

I want you - my breasts are swollen, 
ultra-sensitive, the nipples almost red. 
There is a feeling of weight, of damp, dull 
aching at the top of my thighs. 

My hands are moving down my body, 
over the roundness of the hips, that in¬ 
credibly soft skin inside my .thighs. I take 
off one of the gloves and slip my finger in¬ 
side - it’s wet, very wet. Oh, I want you, your 
hard sex pushing against the whorls of soft 
flesh inside me. You fill me up so beauti¬ 
fully, so completely. I squeeze my love 


muscles, wanting to feel you even more. I 
am running honey. I want you every way, 
now inside me, now between my breasts, 
now lapping at me, burying your face 
between my thighs. 

With my other hand, still in black silk, 
I’m pressing down on the swell of my 
mound of Venus, now rubbing the lips, now 
the clit, the right friction of the silk against 
soft swollen flesh. Oh yes, now baby, now, 
I’m coming . . . the unbearable tension, the 
muscles’ involuntary spasm around my 
finger, your cock, your beautiful hard cock 
. . . the feeling I can’t stop as if some warm 
fluid is invading the whole of my body. 

I’m with you now, feel close. And, like 
when we’re together, this first time is just 
taking the edge off wanting you. Look in the 
mirror, the sexual flush, labia swollen, 
damp velvet pink, shining with the visible 
moisture of love juices, with wanting you. 

On the chair is the jumper you left, un¬ 
washed from the last time you wore it, the 
red one. I’m putting it on now. The scratchy 
wool rasps against my nipples, lightly 
scores the soft, sensitive flesh of my belly. 
On the bed now, face down, the rough wool 
bunched up between my thighs. I’m pressing 
against it, the curve of my breast flattened. 
I want to feel the weight of you on me, want 
you to take me from behind, plunder me, 
ravage me. My fingers inside are you . . . 
I’m almost there, oh yes, yes, I love you. 

How can I tell you how much I miss you? 
... but then I just have. Thoughts of you 
start with a frightening tenderness that 
changes in an instant into lust. 

On the way to the airport you said maybe 
it was time for us to experiment a little, 
maybe take another girl into our bed. You 
want to watch me go down on a girl. I’m not 
sure how I feel about that: does that mean I 
should try it, then? Tell me what you think. 

Be happy and well, lover, and talk to me 
soon. 

Phone call - Washington, Thursday, 
January 8. From Joe to Rachel. 

"Your tape’s great, it got here just in time, 
I’m leaving for Brazil in an hour. Can you 
talk?” 

"There are people in the office, but I can 
listen.” 

"Okay, sweetheart, tell me what you’re 
wearing.” 

"Yellow cashmere jumper, black skirt, 
black boots.” 

"Right, now, I’m pulling the jumper out 
of the skirt, squeezing your breasts, my 
tongue is exploring your mouth, finding the 
softnesses, the hard ridges, the wetnesses. 
Pulling your skirt down over your hips. 
Kissing, sucking, licking each part of you. 
I want you to touch yourself between your 


legs. It’s my hand feeling you there.” 

"Joe, I’m at the office, there are people 
here.” 

"It’s okay. Pull your chair right up to the 
desk, slide forward just a little. Now put 
your hand there.” 

"It’s there, but you must do the same for 

"My mouth knows each part of you, each 
inch of your skin. My cock knows your face, 
your mouth, your lips, your other lips, 
your navel, your pussy. Put your fingers 
inside now . . . are you wet, baby? Tell me 
how wet you are.” 

"Very wet.” 

"I’m kissing your other lips now, sliding 
my tongue along the slit. Now your clit is 
right inside my mouth, you know I love the 
taste of you, I’m flicking my tongue against 
you, making you come and never stop 
coming. 

"Now you’re on top of me, riding me, 
caressing my balls, that special soft place 
behind them. Touch yourself for me, faster 

"Inside you it’s so hot and wet, you fuck 
me beautifully, your muscles clenching 
round like a fist, you’re milking me. Tell me 
where you want me to come, in your mouth, 
your breasts, all over your stomach, tell me 
honey, now, now.” 

"Inside me.” 

"I did, you’re beautiful. Did you come, 
too?” 

"Yes. I’m tasting my fingers now, my 
boss is looking at me, you know I always 
flush ... and it’s not even hot in here today.” 

"Listen, I think it would be good for you 
to have a girl, I’m sure you would like it. 
Anyway, try it for me. Then write to me. I’ll 
be at the usual hotel in Rio de Janeiro for 
10 days.” 

"Yes, I’ll try. Take care, lover. Bye.” 

Some days after the phone call I wrote 
him this letter. 

Letter - London, Wednesday, January 
14. From Rachel to Joe. 

Are you well and happy, dear Joe? Last 
time you phoned, you gave me a new erotic 
task, like you so often do. Could anyone 
else so finely tune my own sexuality, 
manipulate me as beautifully as you do? 

But how to pull a girl? Maybe I should 
have asked you for some tips first! It would 
have been much easier to find a girl who 
was really into girls, but to find one to be 
part of our love trio - that was,a problem. 

My first idea was to ring round my 
friends and find out in a general way what 
they think about threesomes. I thought I 
was being very subtle by pretending some¬ 
body had asked me. I spoke to Lindy and 
Gill first and, being very sharp ladies, they 
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The Most 
Sexy 
Stunning 
and 

Sensational 
Record 
of the Year 

Kick off your shoes, let down your hair and 
join the lovely Fiona Richmond in the most 
erotic adventure of your life. Now, for the 
first time on record, you can share in a 
woman's most personal fantasies, as with 
risque song and sensual speech Fiona lets 
you in on the formerly forbidden secrets of 
her private life. 

Fiona singing is naughtier than Eartha Kitt, 
sexier than Tina Turner and earthier than 
Georgia Brown. Fiona confessing is bolder 
then Germaine Greer, cheekier than Maria 
Schneider and funnier than Bette Midler. 
("It hurt but it was lovely. He had me standing 
up, and it was funny the way his knees were 
trembling all the time. He kissed me, making 
my mouth ache as his tongue flicked almost 
down my throat. I'd just finished having 
another orgasm when he . . .") The songs are 
by the great Tony Newley; the words are 
Fiona's very own. It's an experience not to be 
missed I Frankly Fiona, the most outrageous 
and controversial long-player of our age, is 

To: Frankly Fiona, Paul Raymond Publications, 
2 Archer Street, London, W1. Please send me 

. copy I copies of Frankly Fiona. I enclose a 

cheque/postal order to the value of £ . made 

payable to Paul Raymond Publications Ltd. £5.00 
each. Allow 21 days for delivery. 



saw right through me and said thanks, but 
no thanks. Chris came next - yes, she’d 
tried it and hated it. 

After lunch I got brave again and rung 
up Kathy - do you remember her? You met 
once in the new supermarket in Marylebone 
High Street. She was kind of interested in 
the idea, but had never tried it. So as not to 
frighten her away, I slid off the subject and 
invited her round to supper on Tuesday. 

For me, food is a four-letter word, as you 
know. Remember that first time you came 
to dinner? Our third meeting, and I wanted 
you so much. I was aching for you to take 
me, but too hung up about getting a rebuff 
to make the first move. The meal said it all 
for me. Maybe it would work this time, too. 

I took the afternoon off work so I could 
get everything ready. I was so nervous, the 
only thing that stopped me from cancelling 
out was thinking it was for us. What do you 
wear for such occasions? I settled on my 
pale pink silk pyjamas: they cover up well 
and come off fast. 

Kathy arrived around 7.30 and looked 
surprised at the candlelit table and the 
single rose by each place setting. I was 
playing a Barry White record - yes, she 
found those heartbeat rhythms and that low, 
sexy voice a turn-on, too. 

I remember you telling me that aphro¬ 
disiac foods can work, providing you tell 
people about them first! So I told her ... we 
started off our meal with artichokes, famous 
for centuries in France as a love food. 
Besides, you stop feeling shy when you get 
into the pleasure of eating: stripping off the 
leaves, sucking at their juicy parts, then un¬ 
covering the fleshy heart to bite into. 

You’ve probably guessed what I served 
up for the main course. Chicken breasts, 
coated in sesame seeds, poached in cham¬ 
pagne, then served with a creamy sauce 
that is so redolent of love juices. Ali Baba 
certainly had the right idea when he said 
Open Sesame, to get into the treasure cave. 

We drank champagne and I told her 
about the night you and I got drunk on oral 
loving... the best kind of Christmas. 

We finished with passion fruit water ice 
. . . which has to be the nearest thing to 
instant orgasm. And I told her how we eat 
water ice together. How I love to take you 
in my mouth, when it’s full of ice. How 
sometimes you’ll rub ice on me, all over, 
sometimes slip some inside me for a kind of 
freeze-burn erotic sensation, when you find 
an icy shock at the end of a loving, warm 
tunnel. 

I was really working hard to keep the 
conversation on sex. I gave her a glass of 
Chartreuse, telling her that it did such 
marvellous things to women that the monks 
forbade the use of women in advertising it. 

By now we were both sitting on the rug 
by the fire. And I just didn’t know how to 
make the first move - what would you have 
done, I wondered? She wasn’t really in 
touching distance. She was relaxed and 
quiet, leaning with her head back against 
the sofa. I could see the firm tension of the 
skin on 1 her neck. 

She was wearing her hair up. I’d never 
seen it any other way. That gave me an 
idea: I asked her if I could take her hair 
down to see what it looked like. She agreed. 
Following is exactly what happened. 


Her hair is long, almost waist-length, very 
fine soft hair, a reddish gold colour. I know 
you would love to have it wrapped around 
you, a tangle of silk around your hardness. 
As I take down her hair I massage the back of 
her head, then her neck. She is perfectly 
still, except for small sighs, slight tremors. 
I am so frightened of spoiling things by a 
clumsy move - is this how you feel with a 
new girl? Then we kiss. 

It’s so strange, such a soft kiss, almost 
insubstantial, softer lips than I had known. 
I undo the sash of my pyjamas so they fall 
open and she kisses my breasts. We take off 
our clothes, and she feels so fragile, so 
small in my arms. I want to go down on 
her. Will she stop me? I slither down her 
body, caressing each part. I kneel on the 
floor between her thighs. I spend a long 
time licking the soft flesh of her inside 
thighs, She doesn’t break the spell. 

I breathe in the musky scent. Is this how 
I am to you? For a moment I look at her, as I 
have so often looked at myself in a hand 
mirror. But this is different, a gold crisp 
of pubic hair, where mine is dark, almost 
blue-black. I skim the tip of my tongue 
along the crevice, then open her up. 
Suck each lip into my mouth and gentle it 
with my tongue. I lick the length of that 
thin, raised line. 

She tastes different from me, or is it 
because I’ve only tasted me on your lips, on 
my fingers. She seems almost salty. 

She is pulling back the hood of her clit, 
as I would for you. I know that she really 
wants me and I suck her in. Lips tightly 
around so she’s firmly held and my tongue 
vibrates faster and faster against her. I feel 
that faint trembling in the hollow of her 
knee that tightens into spasms of pleasure, 
and then her cries. 

Now she’s lying on top of me, rubbing 
clit on clit, her fingers so small inside me - 
but so skilful they are almost like my own 
fingers - and she brings me to a slow, con¬ 
centrated orgasm. 

How did I feel? Somehow this evening 
has been one of intense sensual, rather than 
sexual pleasure. Like the prelude, not the 
main work. Is it because I was holding back, 
a kind of self-consciousness, making me too 
analytical? AH I know is that at the end of 
the evening I still wanted your hardness, 
wanted to feel you rough-ride me, the way 
your hands pull me to you just before you 
erupt deep inside me. 

Don’t forget you promised me some new 
pictures. I’d like one of you wearing that 
gold cock ring - a close-up, of course! I 
would send you all my love, but you have it 
and more, as you must know by now, my 
darling . . . Rachel. 

Telegram Montreal, Thursday, 
January 22. From Joe to Rachel. 

Meet me in Paris - George V Hotel - Sunday 
January 25 - bring your camera - love Joe. 

And, of course, I will go to meet him and 
it will be beautiful. We’ve used our time 
apart to become sexually closer, all the time 
communicating, building, sharing. 

Next time your lover’s away, don’t mope. 
Remember that long-distance loving could 
bring you much, much closer than you’ve 
ever been before. ||f’ £7^ 
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N obody would ever guess 
Angie’s consuming in¬ 
terest in life by looking 
at her. Still, looking at 
her is a pleasure in a class all of 
its own. Angie is a white witch - 
or is studying to be one. It takes 
years, apparently, to acquire all 
the knowledge necessary. 

"Witchcraft has a very bad 
name - even today, when people 
are so much more tolerant than 
they were. Basically, it’s just the 
continuation of the old earth 
religion that was here long before 
Christianity arrived. It’s also a 
medical thing: long before there 
were doctors, people either cured 
themselves, died or consulted a 
witch! It involves knowledge 
about people, about the earth, 
about communion with things 
beyond this earth and about 
plants and herbs that can cure 
various ailments. Homeopathy 
is almost like the curative side of 
white magic: homeopathists cure 
by prescribing in tiny doses the 
kinds of substances that would 
cause the patient’s symptoms if 
given in large doses. What exam¬ 
ples can I give you? Well, arsenic 
for stomach cramps and ipeca¬ 
cuanha for vomiting are two that 
spring to mind. The only dif¬ 
ference is that the white witch 
grows and picks her own herbs 
with an amount of ritual: certain 
herbs have to be picked under 
certain aspects of the moon, for 
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IN PRAISE OF SMALLER MEN 

continued, from page 36 _ 

hand, his balletic performance became more pointed - like a stage 
sword fight, you suddenly found his rapier at your breast. Dick 
Stilgoe: 'A girl giggling helplessly is by definition helpless. Her 
defences are down, and from defences to knickers is but a step’. 

Breathless with mirth I would tumble into my little actor’s arms. 
And the enjoyable manipulation didn’t end there. Sometimes he 
would roll me about on the bed helpless in the tangles of his tick¬ 
ling, teasing and tantalising, till the detumescence of laughter 
turned imperceptibly to the mounting excitement of knowing I was 
being played upon like a musical instrument. And when it came to 
fingerwork he knew how to make me produce a lovely tune. Being 
dominated with such subtlety is a pleasure. 

Small feet all the better to dance with you; small hands all the 
better to make love to you with. Small, swift, capable hands excite 
me even to watch. The feel of light, confident finger-tips and palms, 
expert in the exploration of delicate skin, soft moist crevices, 
sensitive little protuberances and other female attributes: surely 
much better than a pair of vast, horny hams. Small men have 
hands designed for loving women. Small hairdressers, dress- 
designers, musicians - watching their hands at work sets me think¬ 
ing what else they could do with those skilful fingers. My favourite 
pint-sized pianist may practise his scales up and down me any day. 

And still dwelling on the bodily delights of smaller men, if you 
are discriminating you may find one with a real peach of an ass. 
He may he a bit narrow across the chest, boyish beyond his years 
in the upper arm, but below the hips he is sheer heaven; the round¬ 
est, firmest couple of fruity handfuls that fall easily within your 
grasp whether you are walking hip to hip or standing face on, cunt to 
cock. I love to let my hands in secretly by the back of his trouser 
waistband, to grope downwards between the lightly hairy cheeks 
until I hook my fingers into the warm, damp cleft that leads between 
his thighs; all the time keeping his rising cock clamped to my 
gently rotating belly, and his easily accessible mouth occupied 
with my tongue. It can only be done if your arms can reach round 
his body and your bodies match from lips down to the knees. 

And if you love dressing up your men as I do, you’re in clover. All 
the greatest French and Italian fashion is intended for minute 
Mediterraneans. Big men often look ridiculous in anything too 
way-out, hut somehow the small man with his poise and panache 
can carry anything off; skinny-sweaters, high-waisted slacks, 
jewel-coloured velvet, dungarees. About the only thing he won’t 
get away with is a big-brimmed hat. Small women also know to their 
cost that they make us look like an elf under a toadstool. 

I would be unfair if I didn’t admit that tall, slim men look good in 
their clothes, too, though anything above 40 is one hell of a hunt in 
the racks, but they lack one great advantage of smaller men - you 
can’t swop clothes. It is one of my delights to share clothes with a 
lover - to wear each other’s shorts, trousers, ties (I can’t get into a 
man’s jacket, I haven’t the shoulders, and I have too much else¬ 
where). Sharing clothes is an expression of intimacy, of that 
identification which I feel in love affairs. My love of men is not con¬ 
fined to their charm and utility as sex objects, I’m also fascinated by 
what it must feel like to be a man; I want to get inside his skin (even 
perhaps his foreskin, and know what it feels like to make love to 
women). Failing the absolute transference, we change clothes; 
there is a secret pleasure in knowing that under his trousers his 
cock and balls are bulging out of my smallest stretch-lace panties. I 
like to play at dressing my smallest lovers in my skirts and dresses. 
Strangely they look larger and even more butch in pink silk or 
satin. Sadly too they rarely get the frisson a large man does out of 
women’s clothes: in their youth they probably dressed up as girls 
for their school plays. 

Once I lived with a lovely slim-hipped tele man who never could 
remember to go and collect his clothes from the flat of the previous 
girlfriend; he just wore mine. (It was the time that it was fashion¬ 
able for women to dress butch in men’s suits, kipper ties and 
fedora hats.) Once, to my fury, I discovered he had gone off to the 
studio in my favourite treacle-coloured velvet pants. Furious I 
stormed out there - "You’re wearing the best trousers,” I ranted, 
"and I’m going somewhere important tonight.” Honteux et confus 
he immediately began to take off the offending trousers, and we 
swapped there and then in the office. 

But delightful though they are to dress, it is undressed and in 


bed that the small man is supreme. I’ve never met a small man who 
didn’t cuddle as comfy as a fur-wrap. I’ve met big men who cuddled, 
too - but like a polar bear or a wet horse blanket; I felt suffocated 
and swamped. A small man will nestle his head into my shoulder, 
hook a thigh over my hip (or mine over his) and we sleep calm, close 
and interlocked as the babes in the wood. Small men don’t generate 
heat the way big men do; they don’t stick to your skin wherever 
you touch. A small man can roll all over you without making you 
feel as though you were coming hot off the presses or being crushed 
into the tarmacadam. 

In bed with a man your own size you have at least an 80% chance 
of controlling the destination of the bedclothes, rather than being 
subjected to dramatic climactic changes with each seismic erup¬ 
tion of the Herculean shoulders at your side. I’ve clung like a 
climber on the North face of the Eiger with the wind whistling 
round my exposed kidneys, only to be plunged into the tropical 
rain forests as he turns and I am engulfed like some helpless 
marsupial sucked back into the maternal pouch. I’d rather have a 
man to cuddle than a teddy or a hot-water bottle, but with a big man 
I get the feeling that it is me playing teddy in his vast embrace, and 

continued on page 75 


IT'S BOUND 
TO PLEASE... 
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If you’ve got it, you’ll want to keep it. And what 
better way to keep it than in this superbly pro¬ 
duced, gold-finished olive Club International binder. 
It will keep your copies in perfect condition and 
stop your friends from pinching them. Who 
knows, perhaps they’ll become collectors’ items 
. . . They cost just £2.95 including postage and 
packing, in high quality calf-grained vinyl. Each 
binder takes a whole year’s issues. Can you afford 
to be without one? Available from: Binder Offer, 
Paul Raymond Publications Limited, 2 Archer 
Street, London WIV 7HE. 
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her hands and stares closely. The green 
gleams unbroken. 

"You wouldn’t like to be an angel and 
undo it for me, would you ?” she says. 

I put down my beer. I heave a sigh. Then I 
walk across the room. 

"All part of the service,” I say. 

She blows on her fingernails. Her eyes 
flutter vaguely. She glances from the parcel 
to me and then she smiles sweetly. 

"My nails,” she says. "The string against 
my nails. It’s really too much.” 

I untie the string. I unwrap the parcel. 
It’s a large box and the lid is real fancy. 
There’s a green dress inside it. 

"For the dinner tonight,” says the lovely 
Missus de Vere-Baker. "I thought it might 
match my fingernails.” 

"Oh, it does, love. It does.” 

She looks at her fingernails. They’re 
shining like cat’s eyes. She blows on them 
again and then seems satisfied. 

"Such a bore,” she says vaguely. 

I just stand there waiting. I mean, she’s 
sexy for her age. At least, in my state, 
they’re all sexy - and she’s one of them. So, I 
just stand there. The heat’s in the air. Me 
pecker’s not twitching, but it’s warm, and 
that’s fair enough... 

She picks up the dress. It’s all green and 
it shimmers. She holds it in front of her, 
presses it to her body, and suddenly all her 
curves come into view, she seems to ripple 
and glide. 

"Lovely,” I say, licking my lips. "I mean, 
that’s really lovely.” 

She holds it to her body. She gazes right 
down it. One slim leg is outstretched, the 
foot in high heels, tantalising. She presses 
the dress to her body and seems deep in 
thought. 

"You think so?” she says. "You really 
think so?” 

"Yes,” I say. "I think so.” 

She looks up at me then. She gives me a 
smile. She seems shy and brassy at once. I 
feel the old pecker twitching. 

"You’re not in such a rush, are you?” 
she says. "I mean, I’d just like to try it on 
and make sure it fits...” 

Well, I don’t give a stuff. I mean, she’s 
covering the meter. I can just hang around, 
have me beer, have a rest, and if she wants 
me to take it back, I’ll take it back. No skin 
off my nose. 

She gives me a grateful smile. She rushes 
out of the room. She sticks her head back 
around the door, smiling sweetly, a school¬ 
girl. 

"Make yourself at home, won’t you?” 
she says. "Have some more beer. I shan’t be 
long.” 

She disappears. I scratch at my balls. Me 
pecker’s twitching, but it don’t know where 
to go. It wouldn’t mind following her. 

Well, I don’t know. I mean, a middle- 
aged bint. I mean, a lovely, rich, exciting 
middle-aged bint who could drive me up 
the walls without trying. I don’t know what 
I’m coming to. 

I have another beer. It’s bleedin’ foreign 
and it’s strong. I start feeling drunk which 
means I start feeling randy and that isn’t a 
good way to be - at least, not when you’re 
not in bed. So, I explore the room. 

I examine this queer gadget on a table. I 
must admit, I’ve never seen its like before. 
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It’s got a box-like wooden frame with 
strings hanging from two sides and silver 
balls dangling from the strings. It’s called 
Archimedes’ Cradle, would you believe. 

Well, I tell you, I’ve got a filthy mind, 
and what I think about these balls you 
wouldn’t credit. Anyway, I cradle them in 
me hand. They feel cool and I giggle. I think 
of me own balls hanging down below, 
growing colder because of lack of use. Then 
I take one of the balls, pull it back a bit, and 
let it drop against all the others. 

The strings snap. The balls fall on the 
table. They make a hell of a noise and then, 
to top it all, they roll off the table and hit 
the floor. 

"Oh, Christ!” I exclaim. 

One disaster after another. I just can’t 
believe it. I get down on my hands and 
knees, muttering and cursing, and start 
crawling about looking for the balls, my 
heart pumping with nerves. Then suddenly 
it’s all over. I’m almost licking me lady’s 
feet. I look up and she’s standing in the 
doorway. She’s looking down and she’s 
blinking. 

"Have you lost something?” she says. 

"Yes, me balls,” I say. 

She blinks again. I can’t get off me 
hands and knees. I look up and smile just 
like a puppy dog. I show her a silver ball. 

"They fell off,” I say lamely. 

She blinks again. She doesn’t seem to 
comprehend. Then her eyes go from my 
face to the ball in my hand, wander back 
again. 

"Oh,” she says vaguely. "Never mind. 
Do you like my new dress?” 

I’m still on my hands and knees. I can’t 
move for the sight of her. The dress shim¬ 
mers and sparkles and shows off all her 
curves. And believe me, those curves are 
worth seeing. My prick hardens. My tail 
wags. 

"Oh, yes,” I say, barking the words. "I 
do! Yes, I do.” 

She turns her back to me. She leans back 
a little. The dress is unzipped from the neck 
to the waist. Her spine is suntanned and 
exquisite. I feel like barking again. 

"You couldn’t give me a hand with the 
zip, could you?” she says. "It seems to be 
stuck . . . and my fingernails ...” 

"Jesus!” I say. 

"It’s a bit stiff,” she says. 

"Too right,” I say. 

"You’re so kind,” she says. 

I climb to me feet. Yes, it’s stiff. And it’s 
wagging. I reach out for the catch on the 
zip. Shame to say, my hand’s shaking. 

"See what you mean,” I mumble, hardly 
daring to breathe. "I mean this zip, it really 
is stuck. And to think what you paid for it.” 

"Yes,” she says, wriggling, trying to 
adjust the dress properly, doing a little 
shimmy for my pleasure, "quality isn’t what 
it used to be.” 

I fiddle with the zip. I can’t get it to budge. 
She keeps moving about and the dress 
ripples on her hips, taunting me, luring me 
on, a regular cock-tease. 

"Perhaps if you pull it. . .?” 

She wriggles about again. Her lovely 
arse does a dance. I want to slip my hand in 
there, run it round to her belly, then let it 
cruise up to her tits. The pecker’s up. It 
sees reason . . . 


"That had crossed my mind,” I say 
huskily. 

I tug hard at the zip. My other hand’s on 
her hip. She jerks - the dress starts to tear. 
It rips down past her arse. 

"Oh, gawd!” I say. 

She stands there exposed. Her back is 
beautiful as sin. It’s suntanned and her 
waist curves down to broad hips. Her 
knickers are Persil white. 

"Have you done it?” she asks. 

"Well, yeah,” I say shakily. "I’ve done it. 
You might say that. ’ ’ 

She wriggles about again. She seems a 
bit agitated. She shakes her head and her 
hair drowns her face. Her little arse peeks 
out whitely. 

"Seems a bit loose,” she says. 

"Well,” I say, "actually, it’s torn. I mean, 
you just wouldn’t credit it.” 

She turns around to face me. She quickly 
peels the dress off her. She seems totally 
unconcerned that she’s standing in bra and 
knickers and that a ravishing hunk of man¬ 
hood is right in front of her. She examines 
the dress. I examine her body. Her face 
grimaces with distaste. My eyes light up 
with pleasure. She looks at me, then looks 
at the dress. 

"Well, no wonder !” she says. 

I just stand there silent. I love her bra, I 
love her knickers. I love ’em so much, I want 
to steal them, I want to peel them right off 
her. Then she looks up at me. She’s all for¬ 
lorn and forsaken. Her tits tremble and her 
lovely thighs quiver. There are tears in her 
eyes. 

"Oh, dear,” she says. "What shall I do?” 
And then she starts crying. 

Well, I’m helpless after this. I mean, I 
can’t resist a tragedy. I’m almost in tears 
myself at the sight of her. I have to embrace 
her. 

"There, love,” I say, taking her tenderly 
in me arms. "Don’t cry, love. Just have a 
lie down. Have a sleep. You’ll get over it.” 

She puts her face against me shoulder. 
She’s all trembling and woeful. Her breasts 
flatten against my chest, her thighs warm 
me. The old pecker darts out. 

"It’s too awful!” she wails. "It’s too 
awful! I can’t bear the thought of it!” 

I stroke her soft hair. I stroke her 
smooth back. I run my fingers lightly down 
her spine until they touch her sweet 
knickers. 

"Go to bed, love,” I say. "It’s the only 
thing to do. You’ll waken up and it’ll all 
seem much better. Here, let me take you.” 

"You’re so kind,” she sobs. "A real 
gentleman ... there aren’t many left.” 

I put my arm around her waist. I take 
hold of her hand. She leans against me and 
then we start walking. She shows me the 
way. 

My God, it’s a plush room. The bed’s like 
a runway. We lie down and get lost in the 
sheets. She stops weeping real soon. 

"Take me!” she cries. "God, help me 
forget!” 

"I’m taking you,” I say. "Don’t forget.” 

"Oh, dear, watch my nails,” she says. □ 

Extracted from Adventures of a Taxi Driver 
by Joe North, published by Mayflower Books, 
based on the Salon Productions film now on 
general release. 











instance. It’s part of our belief and ritual. 

"Everybody thinks of witches flying a- 
round on broomsticks with their 'familiars’ 
by their sides, putting the evil eye on people 
and holding naked orgies at the festivals. 
It’s just not true. For a start, the flying bit. 
There is a herb which, if rubbed on the skin 
during a state of trance, produces a feeling 
like flying. Witches are ordinary people - 
their familiars were undoubtedly just pets. 
It’s true we meet on days that are sacred 
to us, but so do Christians, and nobody 
would dream of saying that there’s any 
sexual purpose behind it. Of course there 
isn’t - and nor is there behind our meetings, 
whatever you may read in the Sunday 
scandal sheets. 

"Meditation plays an important part in 
the way we conduct our lives. It is important 
for us to know ourselves and not be afraid of 
our own personalities - it also increases our 
power to help people. When we are curing 
someone, it is not just the medicines which 
do the work. It is the herbs in conjunction 
with the concentration on producing the 
right state of mind in the patient. If he doesn’t 
want to get well, or if his state of mind is 
hindering the cure, all the medication in the 
world is not going to help. Conventional 
medicine is only just beginning to realise that 
a state of mind can produce a physical re¬ 
action - we’ve known it for centuries. We 
used to talk about evil spirits possessing a 
man’s soul - now we call it depression. 
Just different words for the same thing.” 

Would it be too much of a pun to say that 
we came away under a spell? fjj 




















x bless the rich. This flat is most 
elegant. It’s just behind the store 
that I came from, which makes it a 
F plush pad. So, I press the bell. I’m 
e^-venng with cold. I’m thinking that it’s 
zzix to have such service, not so nice to 
*erre. I press the bell again. The bitch is 
--uz-g her time. Then I hear the sound of 

*s:eps and the door opens. She’s middle- 
ixsri and she’s elegant. 

I nod and grin. I make the grin really 
xjyish. I fill my eyes full of innocence in 
■ is nope that she’ll give me a good tip. She 
srjdies me and I study the parcel, taking 
=7 time. Then, finally satisfied, I look up. 
Her hair’s dark and her eyes glitter. 

“Missus . . . de Vere-Baker?” I say. 

“Yes,” she says. 

"Right, madam. A parcel for you.” 

I bow just a little, half-mockingly, flash- 
tag my teeth. Her eyes look me up and down, 
: :ae to rest on my face, start devouring me. 

"Mmmm,” she says slowly, as if deep in 
:z3ught. "Bring it in, would you?” 

I walk close behind her. A nice figure 
tnere. You’d never twig her age from that 
irse there. Her waist is a beauty. 

We enter a large room. It’s so rich it 
stinks. The drapes are pure velvet, the 
furniture’s antique, and the carpet’s deep 
sr.ough to drown a dog in. My God, some 
still have it! 

"If you’d just like to pop it down over 
there,” she says. 

She’s pointing to a chair. She has 
beautiful hands; she has the sort of long 
fingers that could pluck out a tune from the 
vibrating strings of your cock. She uses very 
strong perfume. 

"I daren’t touch it, you see,” she says 
vaguely, waving one airy hand. "It’s my 
nails, you see.” 

I’m not sure I heard her right, so I blink 
and say: "It’s your what, love?” 

"Nails,” she says, waggling her fingers. 
"Tropical Green, Number Three.” 

I looked at her fingernails. I mean, I’m not 
given much choice. I look at ’em and they’re 
long as Spanish daggers and the green is 
pure vomit. 

"Looks more like Bethnal Green to me,” 
I say, nervously laughing. 

She doesn’t respond. She just keeps 
holding her hand up. She seems to be hypno¬ 
tised by the sight of her fingernails. 

"The second they’re dry,” she says, "I’ll 
be able to pay you. But I daren’t touch 
anything while they’re like this.” 

You just wouldn’t credit it. I mean, they 
think they own the world. 

"That’s all right, love,” I say, smiling 
smarmily and creeping low. "You just stand 
there and dry off. I’m in no hurry.” 

She looks away from her nails. She 
waves her hands delicately. She gives me a 
slow, frosty smile, looks me up, looks me 
down. 

"Would you care for a drink while you’re 
waiting?” she says. 

"Er . . . no,” I say, starting to feel 
strangely nervous. "I mean, I’m driving. 
Thanks all the same.” 

"Not even a cold beer? Something like 
that?” 

I’m going to be here for hours. I can see it 
coming. She’s one of these rich tarts who 
live in a dream world and never know the 



by Joe North 


I thought it would just be an¬ 
other delivery, but I ended up 
on the receiving end . . . 

meaning of time. Stone the crows, I do get 
’em. 

"Well,” I say, thinking I might as well 
have one, knowing I probably won’t get out 
until I do. "Well, okay, make it a beer, 
then.” 

She blows on her fingernails. Her eyelids 
delicately flutter. She’s slim and her breasts 
aren’t too bad. She seems very remote. 

"You wouldn’t like to get it, would you ?” 
she says. 

Well, I’m full of understanding. I mean, 
her fingernails an’ all. I mean, if it wasn’t 
for her nails she’d play hostess and serve 
me a treat. Cor blimey, they’re the end. 
They couldn’t drink their own tea. They 
wouldn’t know how to shit if you didn’t tell 
them. I look around for the beer. 

"Over there,” she says, waving one 
fragile wrist. "Over there ... in the drinks 
cabinet, dear boy.” 

I wander over to the cabinet. I start 
looking for the beer. I can’t see it for the 
rainbow of bottles and it’s driving me mad. 

"Actually, darling,” she says behind me, 
her voice soft and sexy, "you couldn’t do 
me a large Campari with soda while you’re 
there, could you ?” 

One minute you’re a cabbie, the next 
you’re a butler ... I don’t know, I must be as 
mad as a hatter. After all, I could leave . . . 

"Campari?” I say. "What’s a Campari? I 
never ’eard of the stuff.” 

"Darling,” she says sweetly, "it’s in the 
cabinet. In a bottle. And it’s red.” 

I’ve found my beer. It’s bottled and it’s 
foreign. I put it on the cabinet with the 
glasses. Then I look for Campari. 

"My throat,” says Mrs. de Vere-Baker. 
"My God, it’s parchedl” 

I find the Campari. It looks like bleedin’ 
medicine. I unscrew the top and have a 
sniff. It smells like a morgue. 

"Say when,” I say, being suave. 

"I never do,” she says. "Surprise me.” 


Well, it looks like red piss, so I pour her a 
large one and fill in the remains with some 
soda. I feel pretty sharp. 

"Ice,” she says. "Darling, you forgot the 
ice.” 

"Me meter,” I mumble. "Me meter’s 
running...” 

"I’ll cover the meter, dear.” 

I go back to the cabinet. I’m wondering 
where she keeps the ice. I see a plastic con¬ 
tainer and I open it and there the ice is. 
Well, it’s real posh. I mean, all the 
amenities. And the economy’s falling flat 
on its bleedin’ face. There are reasons for 
everything. 

"Here,” I say. "Campari and soda. And 
it’s topped up with ice.” 

I’m thirsty myself. I haven’t had my beer 
yet. I’m standing in front of her, I’m holding 
out her glass, and she flutters up her eyes 
and looks helpless. I think I know just 
what’s coming. 

"You wouldn’t be an angel and just slip 
it between my lips,” she says, "would you?” 

She doesn’t wait for a refusal. She just 
tips her head back. She pouts her lips and 
holds both hand before her, fingers loose 
and nails green. Well, it gets me going, I 
must confess that. I mean, she’s leaning 
well back, her little breasts are thrust out, 
and the lips are a sexy invitation. Her 
tongue licks at the glass. 

"So sorry,” she says, smiling sweetly 
when she’s sipped, "to put you to all this 
inconvenience.” 

"Don’t mention it,” I say. 

Well, she’s covering the meter, the 
bleedin’ thing’s ticking over, so it’s pos¬ 
sible I’ll be paid for me pleasures. God 
knows, I ’ave earned it. 

"It’s just that I always seem to get caught 
out when someone arrives,” she says. 
"Yesterday it was the television man; the 
day before it was the plumber. And as for 
the window cleaner - poor dear, he always 
catches me in the bath ...” 

I grin at that one. I mean, I do have good 
cause. "Yeah,” I say. "I know what you 
mean.” And flash me teeth like a right one. 

She smiles slightly. Her eyes drop as if 
she’s modest. I hold up her glass, but she 
ignores it, she just wanders away. I turn 
and watch her go. She seems to float on a 
bleedin’ cloud. She drifts over to the parcel 
on the chair, starts untying the string. 

"It’s for a dinner tonight,” she says 
vaguely. "My husband’s in cement...” 

I put her glass down on the cabinet. I 
pour myself the beer. I’m not at all sure 
that I heard her right. This drink could be 
vital. 

"Cement?” I say. 

"Yes, darling. Cement.” 

"Well, I dunno,” I say. "Must be un¬ 
comfortable for him.” 

A little laugh, a little giggle. It always 
works wonders. But it doesn’t work won¬ 
ders on this one. She unties the parcel. 

"Raw materials,” she says. "It’s a pre¬ 
sentation dinner. Really quite dreary, but 
necessary. I’m sure you understand.” 

I have a slug of me beer. It’s obvious I’m 
going to need it. "Oh, yes,” I say and have 
another slug. "Very dreary. Very neces¬ 
sary.” 

She stops untying the parcel. The work 
seems to have exhausted her. She picks up 
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worked on it. My God, did we 
work on it!” 

"Our idea was to be totally 
self-sufficient,” adds Fortune, 
"but that’s impossible, really. So 
we compromised on certain 
things. We have to have elec¬ 
tricity and we have no water 
running through our land, so 
that comes in. We have a tele¬ 
phone - for real emergencies; 
we’re so far from anywhere - but 
we keep it off the hook most of 
the time. We have an arrange¬ 
ment with people who have the 
number that they ring only on 
Saturday evenings. The trouble 
is, we sometimes forget when 
Saturday is! 

"We have no television or 
radio and we never see a news¬ 
paper. The outside world touches 
us as little as possible.” 

And how is their new life 
working out? 

"Well, we’ve been here nearly 
three years now, and we have a 
peace of mind that neither of us 
ever experienced before." 

Don’t they ever get lonely? 

"No,” they say in unison, and 
Fayme adds, "we’ve got each 
other. 























COME, WAITER, THERE'$ 

A FASCINATING MUSEUM IN 
THE CITY I’D LIKl YOU TO SEE . . . 
IT’S ONIY THE BATTIE - SCENE NOW, 
AND HE CAN HANOI!THAT BY 
HI Mil 1 E — YOUKNOWHOW STUDIO 
BE OOP UPSETS YOU/ WE’ll MEET 
THEM All BACK AT THE > 

AIRPORT TONIGHT. 


THf lAFT 

3DAY Of SHOOTING 
IT HfACHfD. . . 


/ / J7/> 

THf CAMf DAS ', 
TO DftlYtR 
YYAIT'S fINfST 
SPffCH — I 

HOYVfYf R — I 


r "SEE HOW THE ) 

SARACEN POGS 
RUN/ VICTORY IS 
OURS,MY NOBIE J 
COMRADES / A 
V ON,ON .. y 


GotIV. ^ 
UNCIE MEE — 

A MUSEUM ? 
HOW 

SUPER ' y 


OKAY, OKAY, YOU 
GUYS, lET'S GET 
IT TOGETHER EOR 
THE BIG RUMBIE, 
RIGHT y 


A DON’T 

wtmv, 

EllEND — 
I H E l P / 

IG1000 

AT 

. NUTTING 


IlNDCR THf fNTHU- 
VS/ASTIC STfft Of k 
THf tOCAllY H/Rfok 
fKTRAS, THf M 

"CRtlSADfRS ” JP 
OtllCN/Y fOUOYY of 
THf/R IfADfR... 


r WHO O’YA THINK IS 
BANK ROLLING THIS 
MOVIE, BABY ? Oil 
MONfV, Of COURSE 


YOU SHOULD ill THf 
DISTRIBUTION DIAL WE 
GOT IN THE GUI F, WHEN 
WE SHOWEO ’EM 
.HASHEESH’S SURPRISE^ 
kv ENDING 1 


— OUT 

WHY?' 


— BY SOMf MlSCHANCf, HASHffSH SlATfST , 
SCRIPT R t • YVR/T f f Alt CD TO RfACH HI/YI 
BffOfif THf SCfNf BCCAN / 


f Pray UU me, \ 
Senor-art thdu \ 
VA.T. leistered? 


MUSTAEA , 

' WOUID I l IE ? THEY'RE 
WORTH TOP DOLLAR , 
SWEETIE- TESTED 'EM 
PERSONAl /OKAY, GARCIA, 
.SHOW THE GENTIEMAN y 
^ THE SAMPIES • / 


JSNIY THf OUfSTtON Of THf t 
%/CAMP fOllOYYfRS I 
RfMAINS — AND THf / 
APPfARANCt Of HfS / 
fR/fND Mt/S'TAf A / 
PfRffffT/J SO/YfS / , 
THATSMAll DfTAfl /It 


STRICTIY WHOIESAIE, ^ 
EEEENDI — I HAVE A 10NG- 
STANDING ARRANGEMENT 
WITH THE PRESIDENT OE > 
. YOUR BOARD . . . / 


And is Mis 
transaction 
WHOLESALE or i 
RETAIL A 
s. purposes 





































l° n 8 a 8°, when 
I Leah was a little girl, 

she was very unhappy. 
She was one of those 
mtez-e girls who hide their promise, 
■ «nc that’s putting it nicely. Most 
I - apart from her parents 
I' c-ta: loved her dearly, would have 
I ■: no hesitation in saying she 
I vet ugly. She was skinny to the 
I pv-xz of emaciation, despite the 
I fmr. -.hat she ate like a horse; her 
I vr-~. stuck out; her hair was a 
I i try strange colour and texture. 
I Pretty dresses did nothing for 
I Lexh. orthodontists put braces on 
I **- :eeth and she spent most of 
■te- .me lying on her bed reading 
I historical romances. 

If you’re looking closely at 
I vse pictures you’ll be asking 
I ymrself, as we asked Leah - 
I uhcz happened?! 

~I don’t know. It was like a 
I yc.-_‘ story. One day, when I was 
I shout 15, I looked in the mirror, 
I wmd the girl who looked back at 
I wue was pretty! I ran downstairs 
I » my parents screaming, ’Look 
I tz ’ne! I’m not ugly any more!’ 
I They though I was mad. Being 
I y-.jxd and loving parents they’d 
wter thought of me as anything 
| hi: gorgeous anyway. I must 
I been changing for a while 

I but I hadn’t noticed. So now I 
nake the most of being beautiful. 
I .V false modesty for me-I know 
I Tm lovely and I try very hard to 
I get lovelier. It’s working, too. At 
I thzs rate I’ll be Cleopatra and the 
Queen of Sheba rolled into one 
I by the time I’m 30!” □ 










the footpath. Let me have men about me that are small - with them 
will I sleep a’ nights. 

My dark thoughts on this day are not new. I suppose they look 
back to the infant memory of being lost among an unfeeling, un¬ 
seeing sea of legs; when we couldn’t see the face of humanity for its 
tree-trunks. The business-end of mankind - at least for the majority 
of social purposes - is at the top. Vast differences of scale cause a 
basic communication problem and - in this overcrowded world - 
difference in size remains a great unresolved inequality. 

I wonder why, when most physical inequalities get blurred with 
breeding (there is an inbuilt tendency for genetic extremes in the 
parents to revert to the norm) there is still so much difference in the 
height of human beings. 

Interbreeding irons out gross racial differences; no doubt we 
shall all be cafe-creme when that great big melting pot has had a 
chance to boil out the prejudice. Why aren’t we all a comfortable 
5' 8" tall? 

One reason is that basically like mates with like (why else is 
little me calling out for smaller men?). Long, thin Anglo-Saxons 
still flock together, as do little ant-footed Mediterraneans, by pre¬ 
ference as well as accidental proximity. But another reason is 
ridiculous sexual prejudice. We are all hung up on the idea that 
men are big and women small - as much a palpable falsehood as that 
men are clever and women stupid; men strong and women weak. 
As with achievement and physical strength, there is more overlap 
in the middle than at the extremes. Other species don’t associate 
size with sex. Why do we? Even in a primitive existence speed and 
cunning are the hallmarks of the successful hunter, not size; 
stamina and stability those of the female rather than smallness. 

Jill Tweedie (herself a considerable 5' 10") thinks that in throw¬ 
ing off prejudice and sex-stereotypes men and women will eventual¬ 
ly breed themselves nearer the same size. 

'As men and women discard old saws, stop equating littleness 
with femininity, largeness with masculinity; as women begin to 
stretch themselves, accept themselves, even allow that they might 
be physically strong, then extremes of height will begin to breed 
themselves out. Tall women will feel no overwhelming need to mate 
with taller men and therefore produce tall children. Men will cease 
to feel inferior when matched with a wife a head ahead of them. 
Freed from looking up or looking down, we can look ahead, choos¬ 
ing for love and compatibility and not from a fear of jeers.’ 

Roll on the day, although in some ways it would be a pity for yet 
one more aspect of human variety to be ironed out. Meanwhile men 
come in all sizes and since convention favours the giants, let me 
sing the praises of the pocket Apollo. 

The catalogue of great little big men is roll-call in the halls of 
Valhalla. From Caesar to Lord Snowdon, they make it to the top. 
Okay, growl the big fellas, so they get on because they’re pushy and 
aggressive, always trying to compensate - maybe, but never mind 
the reasons, they get there. It’s my contention and experience that, 
though large men make great husbands, small men make the best 
lovers. If other women have not yet mined this seam of fine gold it’s 
only because they suffer from the transatlantic delusion that sheer 
physical bulk has some sort of intrinsic value. 

Since size is a relative affair, let me at this point declare my 
position: I’m at the lower end of middle-sized for Northern Euro¬ 
peans. Mostly Celt, so short-necked and short-assed; at 5' 5" only 
Kalahari bushmen and diminutive Orientals can be guaranteed to 
look up to me. Amongst Caucasians, small men usually look me in 
the eye. In fact, apart from a general compactness and neatness in 
build which is the stamp of the small men I fancy - and we wouldn’t 
waste time talking about men who weren’t fanciable, would we? - 
it is some underlying sense of being well-matched, even of twinning, 
that makes me prefer a man not too disproportionate to myself. 
With the present fashion I always have the latitude (or rather 
longitude) of heels. Four inches liberate me, shoulder to shoulder; 
down on my ballet pumps I can make even 5' 7" feel quite protective. 

I sing the song of lovely little men rather as one who, sated with 
the crowded Cote d’Azure, extols the undiscovered beauty spot, or 
beach untrampled by the common herd. It’s a biological fact of life 
that larger men are conspicuous - as obvious as Torremolinos - 
and. being so effortlessly noticeable fosters an arrogant or in¬ 
dolent disposition, such as I have also remarked in waiters, guides 
and other small-change-combers in popular holiday resorts. On the 
less frequented shores of the half-pint heroes they don’t take your 
patronage or appreciation for granted, nor assume that Madame 
will automatically come to the mountain. 


I love little men in lots of different ways: for the practical 
advantages of being around with someone near my own size; for 
the way it makes it easier for me to identify with them (there is a 
kind of loving which goes with feeling you are the beloved, rather 
than that they are an object to be loved); for something utterly 
physical about small bodies that makes me want to grab them; for a 
personality and behaviour pattern which many small men have in 
common; and for the way they make me feel, as a related object. 

On the practical (sub-section social) score, small men dance 
divinely. I spent my indiscriminating youth for ever unhooking my 
nostril from waistcoat buttons, catching my belt-buckle in flies and 
having my face-powder swiped by a passing sleeve; forever cricking 
my neck to gaze at the chin of some Guards officer or demigod of the 
sports field with a head above the tree-line. I have resolved never to 
dance again with a man whose chin is above my nose when I stand 
on my toes. Ballet dancers are matched thus, so that when she 
stands on her points they are on a par; it looks better for others and 
means that your conversational parts have contact, not to mention 
those lower down. Since I have ever found in dancing the vertical 
expression of the horizontal resolution, I like the activity to start at 
the extremities and work inward (small men fit even when you are 
lying down). Besides, it follows that they usually have smaller feet 
to tread on you with, and there being less distance between the 
brain and the toes, they invariably dance better as a bonus. 

In fact, with the possible exception of getting suitcases on and 



off luggage racks, or carving a passage through a cup-final crowd, I 
reckon small men do most things better. Small men, like plain 
girls, try harder. They have to. From the time they enter school they 
recognise that it’s a competitive world with the dice loaded in 
favour of the big and strong. Size is at its most significant at junior 
school level; small boys learn swiftly to avoid getting thumped or 
pushed around by the big thugs; to charm, dissemble (noticed how 
many successful politicians are short and pear-shaped?) entertain, 
(many great funny men first emerged at school) - and, their least 
endearing characteristic where women are concerned, a natural 
ability to step smartly sideways. Like a will-o’-the-wisp, a small 
man is never where you think he is (mentally or physically) and 
just when you think you have him pinned, he flits. 

But to concentrate on their virtues; many are bred in them just 
because of the restrictions of their physical size. They are often 
clowns or wits - and I’ve been a pushover for men who make me 
laugh ever since my own dad (a sturdy 5' 9") first tickled me under 
the chubby chin. Richard Stilgoe - 5' 1\", neat, blond and clean-cut 
as the King of Spades on a pack of miniature playing cards, says: 
'I’ve always been a dwarf. I started being funny to avoid being 
thumped’. The small man survives with his wits; with these he 
keeps the school bully at bay, and the talent can be as easily con¬ 
verted to winning fair ladies later in life. Perhaps it was because 
it was never on for the small men to drag us off to the caves by the 
hair that they developed such enjoyable ways of getting control - 
the exercise of power without force. 

I once knew a little red-haired actor - like Squirrel Nutkin, so 
bushy-tailed and bouncy. He would dance and strut, spellbind with 
his quick repartee, his funny gestures, his sudden picturesque 
postures and movements; you were drawn into the theatrical game, 
the witty back-chat, and once your attention was in the palm of his 

~ continued on page 47 
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ar from the madding crowd, Fayme and For- 
T tune live a life of almost total isolation. They 
/ live it by choice, by conviction and by desire. 
*^”When we met,”says Fayme, "we’d both knocked 
around quite a bit, always in an urban environment. 
We were both town girls, we’d only been to the 
country on weekend visits. We’d both been hurt very 
badly and our mental state wasn’t too good. We 
decided to try an alternative way of life. We felt 
that we wanted to have to rely on other people as 
little as possible: we felt our own relationship was 
stable, but little else in the world was. I’d been left 
a few thousand pounds by a relative, so we went out 
and looked for somewhere. We found this place, 
which was in a hell of a state, and we bought it and 








orgasms with the speed and multiplicity he has been brainwashed 
by sex magazines into expecting, works himself up into such a state 
of nervous tension that, instead of being their great mutual joy, 
sexual relations gradually develop into a kind of psychological 
battle; and all too often the man becomes partly - even wholly - 
impotent with his wife, and is compelled to look elsewhere for his 
sex. But before the onset of impotence, the man frequently passes 
through a phase during which he finds it necessary to prove to him¬ 
self that he is no less virile and accomplished a lover than the heroes 
in the porno books he reads so avidly. It is more than his self- 
respect can endure to fail this test; therefore his wife must have 
orgasms - and plenty of them. She, because she loves her husband, 
and because she is sensitive to his unexpressed feelings, is just as 
concerned; but the more she tries to please him by climaxing, the 
further away orgasm stays; and, in the end, in sheer desperation 
and great unhappiness she is driven to feigning orgasm, which is 
something very few men are ever obliged to do - fortunately for 
them, since, unlike women, men are expected to produce tangible 
evidence of their having 'come off’. 

Quite often a sexually insecure man becomes so fixated with 
bolstering his ego through bringing his wife to climax that he loses 
sight almost completely of the fact that female orgasms are intended 
'for her’ rather than 'for him’; and if, as usually happens, he for¬ 
tuitously hits on some particular recipe for making her climax 
rapidly, he tends to cling to that formula as though it were a lifeline, 
to the virtual exclusion of all other methods and sequences of 
excitation: herein lies another cause of eventual marital discord. 
We have interviewed many a disillusioned wife who complained 
bitterly about her husband’s obsession with bringing her to orgasm 
and his sad lack of inventiveness. Here, verbatim, is a typical 
accusation made by a 32-year-old, married for 12 years to a much 
older man: 

'Things were mostly all right until Jim turned 40; then he 
started getting worried about not being able to hold an erection 
like he used to. It never bothered me, but it was - and still is - a 
matter of great concern to him; and I suppose he feels he has to 
compensate in some way. Just lately it seems as though he wants to 
bring me off all the while, not just in bed at night, but during the 
day - and it’s almost as though he’s got a timetable worked out. For 
instance, in the morning, I rise first and dress, pack the kids off to 
school, and then go back into the bathroom to put my face on. I 
know almost to a second what’s going to happen: he gives me just 
long enough to finish making-up, then I hear him tap-tap-tap on 
the bathroom door, and in he comes, still wearing his pyjamas. I 
forgot to tell you - he works mostly at home, so he’s seldom worried 
about time, and is often around the house all day long. 

'Well, once he’s in the bathroom with me, it’s a proper ritual. He 
locks the door, even though we’re now alone in the house; then he 
does the same things in the same order, like he’s done scores of 
times before. I can honestly predict every single move he’s going 
to make from the time he kisses me, removes my bra and takes out 
his penis. First, he slowly undresses me -1 often wonder why I even 
bother to put my clothes on in the first place! - and everything has to 
come off in the same order, with all the usual pauses for all the 
customary lickings, suckings and caressings on all the usual parts: 
I can even predict how many times he will thumb each nipple before 
taking it into his mouth! And so it goes on. Eventually, I have to 
straddle him with my thighs and press my cunt into his face as he 
lies on the bathroom floor and masturbates as he brings me to 
orgasm with his lips and tongue. But even his cunnilingus is pre¬ 
dictable: I know just how many times his tongue will flick my 
clitoris before it goes up into my vagina; and I can sense his grow¬ 
ing anxiety if I fail to come off at the right time - the right time for 
him, that is; I don’t appear to matter except as a means for him to 
hold an erection long enough to spunk off! 

'Honestly, this routine has become so exasperating that I usually 
fake an orgasm for him at precisely the time I know he’s expecting 
it. I wonder that he’s not suspicious sometimes, because I’m now so 
irritated that I don’t even begin to lubricate. The tragedy is that the 
first time we had sex like that I experienced one of the most over¬ 
whelming orgasms of my life. I wasn’t expecting to have sex at all, 
and the sheer surprise of it was responsible for much of the pleasure; 
but now, when I hear that dreaded tap-tap-tap at the door, I feel 
like screaming. I suppose I made a rod for my own back by respond- 
ing so dramatically; and it wasn’t just the first time, in fact we 
had about a dozen sessions like that before the magic began to wear 
thin and I found a bit of irritation creeping in to mingle with the 


stimulation; and once the irritation had begun, it soon took over. 
For a while I did still reach genuine orgasm, but it was almost 
against my will; and afterwards I felt no more satisfied than on 
those dreadful occasions, shortly after we were married, when 
Jim used to shove it up me, come off, and then turn over and go to 
sleep. Fortunately, that situation didn’t last for long, because I 
bought Jim a Sexual Encyclopedia one Christmas, and we read it 
together and profited by the sound advice it contained about fore¬ 
play; but now we’ve arrived at a situation where it’s all foreplay - 
foreplay for his pleasure, not mine - and I feel I’m back to square 
one, with Jim simply using my body, and with no real interest in 
me as a person. It seems as though my orgasms are vitally necessary 
to him, and because of this he’s come to regard them as though 
they were his property, if you know what I mean. But orgasms are 
necessary for me, too\ and I’m getting less and less of them apart 
from masturbating; and that’s a bloody awful way of getting your¬ 
self off after years of good fucking.’ 

This is a situation which should never have been allowed to 
develop; and it would not have done so had the lady in question 
shown the good sense she obviously possessed in the early days 
of her marriage, when she took the action necessary to make her 
selfish husband realise that she, too, required complete sexual 
fulfilment. On being further questioned, she said she was terrified 



of coming into the open and telling her husband that his routines 
had become boring and irritating, because, in view of his present 
feelings of sexual inadequacy, the shock of the revelation might 
precipitate him into a state of total impotence. We had to agree 
with this, but pointed out that, with a little diplomacy, she could 
break the routines without any risk of such a traumatic experience: 
all she had to do was vary her own habits. 'Why not try making-up 
in the kitchen instead of the bathroom?’ we suggested; that, at 
least, would eliminate the dreaded 'tap-tap-tap’ which acted as 
a trigger to the whole cycle of irritation and repetition; her hus¬ 
band would be obliged to try something new, and the novelty 
would almost certainly rekindle her own lust - thus the problem 
would be solved. She acted on our advice, and the results were 
startlingly beneficial to both partners. Later, when expressing her 
thanks, she remarked how surprising it was that she herself had 
failed to see such a simple way out of the predicament; but we 
explained how, when the mind is anxious to the point of distraction, 
things always appear far worse than they are, and the most ele¬ 
mentary and obvious solutions can easily be overlooked. This case 
is a classic example of the dangers of habitual behaviour in sexual 
relations: routine has few rivals as a passion-killer and it should 
be avoided like the plague. 

Thus we see that while orgasm is not required to perpetuate the 
species, it is essential to both men and women for a fulfilled sex- 
life. Which brings us back to our original enquiry. Is orgasm really 
necessary? You must be joking! □ 
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feeds the facts of your personality into the computer and suggests 
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year for no extra fee... bar postage costs I 

Our computer organisation covers all ages.But there's 

more to Matchmaker than that. It'sa Social and Travel Club which 
puts you in touch with local activities, Continental weekends and 
holidays at places specially selected for 'singles' - where you won't 
feel alone. You get a regular newsletter. Again, all inclusive, no 
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Interested ? Then complete the coupon sending us one first class 
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involves me in no obligation whatsoever. 
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Tel, No. if possible_ 
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'what a load of cobblers’. I’m a 
coalman, and in 15 years of sack 
humping I’d never been invited 
to hump anything else - not till 
about a month ago when I first 
met Enid. My experience since 
has been so bloody fantastic that 
I’m wondering whether I’m tre¬ 
mendously lucky to be having it, 
or extremely unlucky not to 
have touched before. Anyway, I 
have to withdraw all my doubts 
about the letters you print tell¬ 
ing of how milkmen, TV repair 
engineers, etc., get a nifty nibble 
during the daytime. 

I can’t imagine why I was 
never on to anything before; it 
certainly wasn’t for lack of try¬ 
ing. Whenever I saw a lush piece 
of crumpet I used to trot out the 
coalman’s notorious 'could you 
do with a nice big bag of nuts, 
lady ?’ but I never had any takers, 
well, not in the bollocks sense; 
one or two dimwits did ask me to 
drop them in an extra sack of 
small coal! But with Enid I didn’t 
even have to try! I was humping 
half a ton down her coal-hole 
(not altogether, I’m a well mus¬ 
cled fellow but I do have my lim¬ 
its), when she came to the front 
door in a next-to-nothing negli¬ 
gee affair and asked if I could un¬ 
screw the lid off a pickle jar. 

"You coalmen have such 
lovely muscles,” she said, giving 
me an eyeful of two massively 
swinging tits. Well, what did she 
want with pickles at eleven in 
the morning? And where was 
the bloody j ar anyway ? 

"Yes, I’ll be glad to oblige,” I 
replied, flexing my biceps, 
"where is it?” 

"In the kitchen,” she said, 
"come on through.” 

Now I’m not a complete fool. 
Why, if she was on the level, 
couldn’t she have brought the 
jar to the door with her? 'May¬ 
be it’s a very big jar - one of 
those heavy stone affairs’, I 
thought, hoping I was wrong. 

"I’m covered in coaldust,” I 
said, giving myself a quick flick 
down to remove the worst, "shall 
I take my leathers off?” - mean¬ 
ing my apron and back-shield, of 
course. 

"Oh, no!” she cried excitedly, 
"I want you to keep those on, 
they’re so deliciously brutal - 
and so’s the coaldust. Don’t 
bother, I can soon clean up 
afterwards.” 

"Ho, ho!” says I to myself, 
"this is it, Dickie my lad,” and 
so it was, too! 

There was no pickle jar, and 
she didn’t take me into the 
kitchen anyway, but straight 
into a bedroom (it was a bunga¬ 
low), where she ripped off her 
negligee thing and threw her¬ 
self into my arms, sobbing, "Oh, 


you brute, you filthy brute!” 

There was no pissing about 
with her. She came right out and 
asked for it. What she wanted 
was to be duffed up a bit, covered 
in coaldust and then fucked 
stupid. Yours truly naturally 
obliged. I made a right old mess 
of her and her bedroom, but she 
loved every second of it. When 
I’d shot all the spunk I could 
raise, I apologised for the bloody 
awful mess, but she insisted that 
I wasn’t to give it a thought. 
Apparently the dustman had 
made twice as much mess the 
previous week, and he’d left an 
unpleasant smell behind, too. 

"Coal smells so sexy!” 
crooned Enid, rubbing the grime 
into her nipples, "when can you 
call again?” 

"Any time you like, lady!” I 
replied; and I’ve had several 
sessions since. How she man¬ 
ages to clear up the mess before 
her old man gets home I just 
don’t know; but that’s her prob¬ 
lem, isn’t it? Why should I 
worry? 

R.F., Durham. 

Velvet 

Sir: I’m a velvet fetishist; just 
saying the word and writing it 
down is enough to raise my cock. 
You often mention rubber and 
leather in your mag, but I’ve 
never seen the sexual thrill of 
velvet discussed. My fetish be¬ 
gan when I had to wear velvet¬ 
een trousers as a kid. My parents 
dressed me up in a real poncified 
fashion; I looked more like a 
girl than a boy, with my buckled 
shoes and felt hat. 

Sometimes I imagined I was 
a girl, and this got me erect. 
When I was erect I used to bring 
myself off on these velveteen 
trousers, and when they wore 
out I was careful to cut a large 
piece out. I rescued them from 
the rag-bag my mother had put 
out for the RSPCA, so she never 
knew. I used to keep the piece of 
velveteen under my pillow and 
toss myself off into it most 
nights. I had it until I was about 
13, when I bought some proper 
velvet curtain material with my 
pocket money. 

I cut this into strips which I 
wore round my cock and balls 
under my clothes, and in bed at 
night. I nearly always had velvet 
next to my prick and balls, and I 
still do. I am a complete fetishist, 
for I don’t bother with girls, 
except to think of them being 
cruel to my genitals when I toss 
off. I always think of the girls 
dressed in velvet from head to 
toe, but with cut-outs for the 
tits, cunt and arse to stick 
through. I’d like to read other 
letters about velvet. It’s the 
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be paying us another visit - a 
long, long one - before she re¬ 
turns to Canada in the autumn. 
Lionel V., Surrey. 

Fire Power 

Sir: In reply to Ted M. of 
Rochester (Vol. 5, No. 4), if he 
wants to hit the ceiling when he 
comes off, he should pay me a 
visit! I’m what’s known as a 
professional frotteuse - that is 
an expert at giving hand-jobs. 
My services are in great de¬ 
mand at 'spunking contests’ 
staged all over the South of 
England; and I also entertain 
gentlemen in the privacy of my 
own apartment. If a man’s under 
30 and hasn’t come off for at 
least 48 hours, I guarantee to 
make him spend with a force 
that will astonish him. I can’t 
guarantee a 'ceiling hit’ every 
time - that’s really asking too 
much - but I do get my clients to 
achieve the feat quite often. It 
constitutes a vertical 'throw’ of 
4 ft. 2 in. approximately from my 
treatment table - you see I have 
a rather low ceiling! 

'Vivienne’, London, Wl. 

Plea for Totality 

Sir: Every time you run a pic¬ 
ture-spread of a model, can we 
please have at least one shot of 
her totally naked? - preferably 
a knees-to-chest pose displaying 
cunt and arsehole at the same 
time. Kinky boots become a 
bore on kooky bints, and all 
those senile knickers fetishists 
and waspie-weirdos who keep 
pestering you are most likely 
given a payola by the Rag 
Trade. I pity the guy who doesn’t 
appreciate the joy of seeing the 
whole girl (and the girl’s holes) 
unobstructed by fiddling bits of 
nylon or whatever; and isn’t it 
safe to show us a few shaven 
cunts ? 

B.C., Oxford. 

DIY Delights 

Sir: I’ve just read an article on 
DIY pleasures. I’ve never been a 
regular masturbator and have 
never possessed a vibrator - 
other than my old man’s cock! 
By the time I was three parts 
through the feature in question 
I was so randy that I had to raid 
the fridge for a cucumber. But 
the cucumber didn’t vibrate, 
they seldom do, so I decided to 
improvise with an electric 
toothbrush. 

Using the non-bristle side 
(obviously!) I started running 
the business end up and down 
my clit, and the effect was 
lovely. Between the cucumber 
and the toothbrush, and read¬ 
ing the rest of the article, I had 
an amazing afternoon, and 


when my old man walked in I 
was just in the middle of bring¬ 
ing myself to yet another 
screaming climax. He nearly 
freaked out. Seeing me at work 
on myself like that inspired 
him, and he was starkers in less 
time than it takes to tell, and 
helping me on my way to an¬ 
other trip to heaven. 

I think that letter headed 
'Bad Vibrations’ in your Vol. 5, 
No. 4 is a load of old rubbish. 
The guy can’t be much bottle if 


he comes off second best to a 
vibrator. I know I’ve just gone 
into rhapsodies about a tooth¬ 
brush, but I wouldn’t swop my 
old man for all the vibrators 
there are - nor for all the 
cucumbers. 

Angela R., Doncaster. 

Sickened 

Sir: I’m really sickened by those 
foul letters you print from knic¬ 
kers freaks. I separated from my 
husband because he always 
wanted to drape a pair of my 
soiled knickers over his face as 
he screwed me. It is filthy and 
ridiculous the way some men 
carry on. I think women who 
get asked to do these horrible 
things should thrash their hus¬ 
bands across their bare arses. If 
more men had their arses 
thrashed there’d be less of this 
deviant nonsense. 

Hilda H„ N. Wales. 

Why didn’t you thrash your 
husband, Hilda ? Or perhaps 
you did ? 

Trouble a Trois 

Sir: I much enjoyed Werner 
Schliiter’s Pleasure is the Name 
of the Game (Vol. 5, No. 4), al¬ 
though I feel he rather idealised 
the a trois situation. One guy 
with two gals is great fantasy 
fodder, but how many men, no 
matter how virile, could sus¬ 
tain such a menage for more 


than a week or two? To get any 
girl to agree to take part in such 
an arrangement presupposes 
her hypersexuality; and to keep 
one hyper-eroticist satisfied is 
often beyond the capacity of 
even the most randy of men. The 
spirit may be willing but the 
flesh, alas, is all too weak. 

I realise it will be argued 
that the lesbian pairing must 
take a lot of weight off the 
guy’s knackers, but isn’t this 
defeating the whole object of 


the exercise? I’ve done a good 
bit of experimenting in this 
direction and reckon I’ve found 
the perfect solution for the sort 
of guy who, like me, has not the 
slightest homosexual inclina¬ 
tion (although I dig lesbian 
capers enormously) and cannot 
perform effectively in the com¬ 
pany of another male. My ans¬ 
wer to the problem is a menage 
a trois with two super-sexy birds, 
but with me on a one week on, 
one week off basis, alternating 
with my twin brother! 

Of course, it doesn’t have to 
be a twin - or even a brother. 
I’m sure there are plenty of 
female hyper-eroticists around 
who would actually welcome 
the male member of the menage 
alternating with a guy of com¬ 
pletely different physique - may¬ 
be even colour! In fact, I know 
of two such cases, and they’re 
working out fine, too. 

Another word of warning: 
don’t expect everything to be a 
bed of roses. There are bound to 
be petty jealousies, especially 
during the first few weeks. In 
this way living a trois is similar 
to a conventional marriage - 
the first seven years are the 
worst! 

G.N., Bournemouth. 

Hirsute 

Sir: Going by what a lot of 
readers write, abnormal hairi¬ 


ness of the female body is a 
terrific turn-on for the majority 
of men. It certainly is for me, 
and I’ve paid out a fortune over 
the years to get a collection of 
prints together, depicting wo¬ 
men with extraordinarily dense 
and extensive hirsute growths. 
What I’m getting round to is 
this: why not feature some really 
hairy girls in your pages? Actu¬ 
ally, I wouldn’t mind if the 
studies were faked with 'mer- 
kins’, 'bowsers’ and other forms 
of body-wig, so long as you 
didn’t say so. I’m sure you’d get 
a fantastic response from 
readers if you printed some pics 
of the sort I’ve mentioned. Try 
it and see! 

V.L., Gloucester. 

Party Game 

Sir: That ad for yourself on 
page 3 of Vol. 5, No. 4 (it shows 
a luscious female arse sticking 
through a hole in a sheet of 
paper) reminded me of a super 
party game we played last 
Christmas. Our living room is 
very large and has a curtained- 
off dining annexe. The game we 
evolved was this: all the girls 
went into the annexe while the 
men stayed in the main part of 
the room. The curtains were 
then drawn. One by one the 
girls had to stick their bare 
arses through the slit between 
the two curtains - just the arse 
and nothing more. The idea 
was that each chap in turn had 
to guess the owner of the arse 
on show. When each bloke had 
stated his choice, the girl ap¬ 
peared in toto and completely 
nude. 

Then came the interesting 
part! Those men who had 
guessed wrong got nothing, but 
those who’d guessed right were 
allowed to kiss the arse in 
question. Later, after all the 
girls had exposed themselves, 
we repeated the game with just 
one tit poking through the cur¬ 
tain. Then, of course, we went 
ahead with the obvious: the 
girls’ cunts and the blokes’ 
pricks. The same sort of re¬ 
ward was given in each case. It 
was the best party we’ve ever 
had, and it ended up in a wild 
orgy at about four o’clock in the 
morning. 

John R., Chesterfield. 

Rubber Love 

Sir: I know girls are not sup¬ 
posed to like kinky things as 
much as men, but I’m some¬ 
thing of an exception because I 
simply adore rubber. I always 
wear rubber in bed, sleep be¬ 
tween rubber sheets, and have 
lots of bizarre rubber gear for 
lovemaking. Obviously, my boy- 
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Jack and Jill 
Went off the Pill, 

Birth control’s a drag. 

Nine months later, 

Jill’s a mater, 

Guess who’s packing bags? 


Old Mother Hubbard 
Slunk to the cupboard 
Feeding her pussy a bone. 

The vibes come so easy 
Both AC and DC 

That Momma can’t leave hers alone. 


Deedle deedle dumpling 
Our son John, 

Raises hell 
With platforms on. 
Burnt his bra 
In a swingers’ bar. 
Regular stud 
Our son John. 


Haughtier rhymes of ourtimes 

mm. 


Robin Francis 
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Simple Simon, dumb and shy man, 
Sampled not his maiden sweet. 

So Cooky got stewed, 

And served herself nude, 

Now meat is his pud-proven treat. 


\ 





Little Bo Peep, 

Is sound asleep, 

Ravished by nocturnal butts. 
Dreaming of humpers, 

Brute woolly jumpers, 

Her finger and thumb’s in a rut. 



Beaver Ms. Muflfet, 

Was tanning the tuffet, 

Lubing her pubes with Solaire. 
Accosted by slobs, 

Demanding hand jobs, 

She banged the whole gang solitaire. 
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At last we have found the blow-up mx doll that we can really ^ 


OR for the ultimate in pleasure try our deluxe model 

£ 13.95 

free gifts!! Isfflp— 
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YES! say goodbye to unwanted fat 
NOW! It’s easy, safe and sure. 
Because new "magicgem" FATTI— 
BYE capsules contain the latest 
American inspired foursome formula 

— hugely successful with millions of 
slimmers the world over. 

Weight can be lost immediately 

— 12 pounds in just two weeks 
is the claim of the originator. You 
can lose the same — or even more — 
simply by eating sensibly and letting 
the fabulous FATTIBYE ingredients 
do the hard work for you! 

"AMAZING RESULTS" said the 
originator, and all because of a simple 
discovery fully explained in the 
incredible story included with every 
order. 

So why not let the FATTIBYE 
magic work its super slimming 
miracles for you — RIGHT NOW! 
POST THE COUPON TODAY! 


Mrs. B. H. of Bristol said: 

"Terrible name but marvellous 
product!" 

Mrs. J. R. of St. Leonard's said: 

"When / saw your advert / must 
admit / didn’t believe it could work, 
but, / give my word and my thanks, 
since / purchased my first supply of 
Fattibye and began taking 4 a day / 
have lost 91b. in 3 weeks. For 2 years 
nothing else worked — no diet — no 
exercise! / shall recommend your 
product to friends ." 

And FATTIBYE works equally 
well for both sexes! 






























Orga$m-Tl}C Qrcat Comeuppance? 

by Mark Royston 


The search for sexual fulfilment in today’s permissive society can be likened to Sir Galahad’s search for 
Ar Holy Grail. We have come to believe that without a super-abundance of orgasms, life is less than 
pleasing. But are they really necessary ? 


E orgasm really necessary? Our enquiry may well evoke a second 
[oestion: 'Necessary for what?’; possibly even a third: 'What 
mwrtly is orgasm, anyway?’ Less than 25 years ago, the term 
ras seldom encountered outside the dull covers of sober medical 
MMes. and it seems unlikely that more than four or five persons in a 
iwdred had any idea what it meant. A recent, officially published 
fcaaklet giving guidance on various aspects of married life, puts, 
r the word orgasm, 'climax’ in brackets - so even today, in 
of the proliferation of 'sex education’ periodicals and sexual 
writings of all qualities from good to bad - in the latter of which, 
agasms’ tend to pepper the pages no less densely than 'ejacu¬ 
lations* and 'comings off’ - there still remains a doubt (in bureau- 
czatic minds at least) if the layman and his wife understand what is 
want by orgasm. 

Now, the last thing we want to do is make readers feel affronted 
Ip suggesting their knowledge of the basics of sexual gratification 
* incomplete ; however, since orgasm features so prominently in 
this piece, it would be as well to consider some aspects of it that may 
he less well-known than the fact that orgasm is synonymous with 
din. Orgasm is a term far less frequently applied to the culmi¬ 
nation of male sexual excitement than to female climax. Men jerk 
mb! sperm, women do not; and because of this crucial difference 
there is a strong tendency for writers, when describing a male 
dam, to employ the forcefully active word 'ejaculation’, which 
has more dramatic connotations than the relatively passive 
. Men certainly do experience orgasm, and ejaculation 
Jly occurs almost simultaneously; but orgasm and ejaculation 
are not synonymous, and either can take place in the absence of the 
other. Ejaculation without orgasm is invariably a sexual fiasco; 
orgasm without ejaculation can be an erotic tour de force. Orgasm, 
female and male, consists essentially of involuntary muscular 
contractions, followed by a complete relaxation of physical and 
emotional tensions. 

Having thus established exactly what orgasm is (and is not), let 
06 now reply to the question most likely to be elicited by our intro¬ 
duction: 'Necessary for what?’ Since far too many women seldom if 
ever achieve orgasm (an almost incredible 40% according to Masters 
and Johnson), even if .we take into account virgins, spinsters, the 
physically incapacitated and all other females who are childless for 
whatever reason, it is clear that a woman does not have to experi¬ 
ence orgasm in order to become pregnant. It is only during the last 
few decades that 'respectable’ women have been expected to enjoy 
sex at all, let alone uninhibitedly relish orgasm; in fact Dr. Helena 
Wright (a founder member of the Family Planning Association) 
only 30 years ago wrote that when female patients at her clinic were 
asked if they found their sex-life enjoyable, the response in the 
majority of cases was, 'Why? - is it supposed to be?’, and much as 
things have'changed for the better, there are still a large number of 
women who deliberately withhold their bodies, adopt the 'all men 
are beasts’ attitude, and express the utmost relief when their 


frustrated and unhappy husbands cease to make sexual demands 
of them; and, perversely, these women are usually the very ones 
who are loudest in their lamentations and recriminations if they 
discover their spouses have mistresses, or are visiting call-girls for 
the gratification denied them at home. 

There was a saying common in Victorian times: 'Marriage is the 
price men pay for sex; sex is the price women pay for marriage’; and 
the embittered disposition of mind which provoked these cynical 
words persists to an appreciable degree today. But tens of thous¬ 
ands of women who hold this jaundiced view of sex and marriage 
are mothers many times over; so as female orgasm is patently 
not a requisite for procreation, is it necessary for anything else? 
And what about male orgasm? Because the muscular contractions 
which constitute it are accompanied by the most exquisite and 
voluptuous sensations known to mankind, orgasm - female and 
male - is indispensable to all those whose desire is to know the 
ultimate in physical and emotional rapture, united in a single 
sublime experience. Even though it is sometimes possible for a 
man to make a woman pregnant by emitting sperm without 
achieving orgasm, it has always been accepted that the male must 
experience orgasm and the intense pleasure associated with it in 
order to procreate, whereas there is no corresponding requisite in 
the case of the female. This great difference between the biological 
requirements of male and female has a very significant influence on 
the modern obsession with female orgasm, for now that a woman’s 
role in enlightened society is fortunately no longer regarded 
primarily as that of child-bearer and submissive flesh-machine, it is 
necessary to go beyond the almost mechanical function of impreg¬ 
nation and examine the far wider implications of sexual intercourse; 
and despite the fulminations of Women’s Lib, more is expected today 
then ever before of the girl who becomes a wife. Not only must she 
be a good cook and housekeeper, a sympathetic and resourceful 
mother, nurse, part-time gardener, painter and decorator; she 
must also look ravishing at all times, be as skilful and uninhibited 
as a prostitute in the bedroom, but, unlike a tart, she must really 
mean it, revel in sex to the full, and prove it beyond doubt by having 
one orgasm after another. Unfortunately, in many cases, the poor c 
girl, after a hell of a day in the kitchen, garden and nursery, is' 
likely to be so worn out by the time her husband gets home from 
office or factory, his mind full of lustful ideas concerning kinky 
ways of spending the evening, that all she wants to do is rest and 
sleep; and seeing the astonishingly easy way in which her mate 
becomes excited and achieves climax, she tends to feel inadequate 
when she cannot match him orgasm for orgasm. He, insensitive 
brute, begins to suspect her of being cold - even frigid; either that, 
or he starts worrying about his own sexual attractiveness, and 
wonders if his wife is having it away with the milkman. The pos¬ 
sibilities for friction and the eventual cry of 'incompatibility’ are 
manifold and disconcerting. 

Many a husband, anxious about his wife’s incapacity to achieve 
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Readers wishing to contribute should write to: 
Readers’ Writes, Club International, Paul Ray¬ 
mond Publications Ltd., 2 Archer Street, London, 
W1V 7HE. Readers should state if they wish their 
names withheld. 


Foot Fan 

Sir: I enjoy Readers’ Writes, but 
in my view there are too many 
letters about tit and bum, to the 
exclusion of other delightful 
parts of the female anatomy - 
and I don’t mean cunt! I happen 
to be turned on by beautiful 
female feet, which are quite 
rare. A lot of otherwise lovely 
girls have ugly feet, and this 
makes my appreciation of truly 
exquisite extremities all the 
more fervent. Please show us 
some good close-ups of beautiful 
feet. 

D. Lee, London, W10. 

Beautiful Aunt Brenda 

Sir: I greatly enjoy reading 
letters telling how young lads 
get seduced by mature, sex- 
mad women, and I agree with 
everything that’s been said 
about the lushness of ripe femi¬ 
ninity. I’m 19, and had never 
experienced the delights of a 
mature female body except in 
fantasy. Until a few weeks ago, 
the oldest girl I’d had in the 
nude was 23, and her figure was 
a skinny 34-22-34. 

My initiation into the joys Of 
really abundant female flesh 
began in a simple and quite 
unpromising way: my mother 
announced that my Aunt 
Brenda (her brother’s wife) was 
coming to spend a week with us. 
I’d better explain that I’m an 
only child, and my mother’s a 
widow of 41. I’d never seen 
Brenda because she’d lived in 
Canada until recently, so I 
asked how old she was, etc. But 
when my mother replied, "Oh, 
she’s about my age,” I lost 
interest. 

Imagine my amazement when 
I saw her: certainly, she was 
turned 40, but had jet-black 
hair, a heavily-painted, sexy 
face, and a fantastic, hour-glass 
figure. She wore sexy clothes, a 
mind-blowing perfume, and 
oozed eroticism from every pore. 
What’s more, she turned out to 
be witty, highly-educated, well- 
travelled and experienced. I felt 
very sorry for my poor old mum: 
life seemed to have passed her 
by, and although the same age 
near enough, she looked almost 
old enough to be Brenda’s 
mother. I know that sounds a 
cruel thing to say, but it’s the 
truth. 

Well, Brenda and I hit it off 
fine, and we had some really 
sexy talks when my mother 
wasn’t around, in fact I actually 
began to fancy my chances! I 
reckoned that if only we could 
be left on our own for an hour 
or so, and without any risk of 
being disturbed, something ex¬ 
citing might happen. Brenda 


had a challenging glint in her 
eye, and there could be no 
doubt she was deliberately 
flaunting her body at me. 

You can imagine my delight 
when she decided to stay on 
with us for a second week, and 
my big chance came on the 
Tuesday. Mother went off to 
town, but Brenda said she had a 
bad headache and would prefer 
to stay at home. I received strict 
instructions to look after my 
aunt and to 'be kind to her’! 

Brenda went up to her bed¬ 
room, and I started to do a bit of 
gardening (I was on holiday for 
the week as luck would have it). 
It was a hot afternoon, so I was 
soon stripped off to a brief pair 
of swimming trunks. I’d been 
weeding for about 10 minutes 
when I heard my name called. I 
turned round, and there was 
Brenda, standing at the French 
windows, and wearing nothing 
but a brief bikini. It was a sight 
that had to be seen to be be¬ 
lieved. The bikini was very 
small, and Brenda was very 
big - very big indeed! Her 
splendid tits made a sheer moc¬ 
kery of the top half of her 
costume; but not nearly so much 
of a nonsense as her stunning 
arse made of the bottom piece. 
And, to my amazement and 
delight, she was very hairy, 


and jet-black curls were peeking 
out both below and above the 
straining fabric! 

She invited me to join her for 
a 'nice cooling drink’, and I 
went into the lounge, thinking, 
'This is it!’ - and it was, too! 
She closed the French windows, 
pulled the curtains to and re¬ 
moved her bikini - both parts. 
In the subdued light her body 
looked absolutely fantastic - 
all quivering and white. I gazed 
in awe at those vast mountains 
of juddering flesh and the ter¬ 
rific growths of dense black 

"What do you think of your 
old Aunt Brenda now?” she 
demanded teasingly, and mo¬ 
tioned me to drop my trunks, 
which of course I did in double- 
quick time, letting my rampant 
cock leap out and wave around 
wildly. "My, you sure are a 
well-made boy!” she murmured 
in her soft Canadian drawl. 
"How would you like to toss off 
for your raunchy old aunt?” 
She began to frig herself shame¬ 
lessly as she spoke, and I saw 
the flood of wetness stream 
down inside her thighs as she 
parted the lips of her lovely 
pouting cunt. 

We stood there facing one 
another, masturbating and 
gasping. I yearned to throw my¬ 


self on her body, to possess her, 
to bury my face between her 
tits, her thighs and the great 
ballooning cheeks of her fan¬ 
tastic arse, yet I didn’t dare sug¬ 
gest such a thing. After all, she 
was my aunt! 

"I guess you’d like to handle 
these floppy old tits of mine,” 
she said, swinging them from 
side to side in a loin-crippling 
display of massive succulence. I 
nodded like the clappers. "What 
about the rest of me?” she 
whispered, turning round and 
thrusting out her arse. "How’d- 
you like to work on my ass?” 

I groaned loudly, nodding 
even harder; and I had to hold 
back on my cock, otherwise I’d 
have sent my entire load spurt¬ 
ing across the room. "My body’s 
all yours this afternoon,” she 
continued, "you can do just 
what you like with it - go right 
ahead, darling, don’t be shy!” 

Sobbing with lust and adora¬ 
tion, I fell on my knees before 
her. There was so much to see, 
so much to do, that I hardly 
knew where to begin. Her tits, 
belly, arse and cunt were all 
mine! She’d said so! Slowly 
plucking up courage, I started 
to examine every part of her, 
pulling wide open the lips of her 
vulva and the overpoweringly 
beautiful white cheeks of her 
arse. It was almost frightening 
what I saw - all the moistness 
and hairiness, redness and 
brownness. 

She kept asking me if I 
found her body beautiful, and 
in reply I buried my face into 
whatever part of her I was 
examining. She drenched my 
face and hair with the torrent of 
warm mucus that flowed end¬ 
lessly from her working cunt, 
and I wished my tongue were 
three feet long so that I could 
reach right up into the core of 
her lovely body. As this fantasy 
struck me, the spunk jerked out 
from my cock. Brenda gave a 
loud gasp, reached down and 
took some of my hot come on her 
fingers, then transferred the 
steaming slime to her nipples 
and her mouth. 

I could hardly believe my 
eyes when I saw her do such a 
thing. It seemed incredible that 
a woman could be so ardent for 
sex. I couldn’t screw her with 
my limp prick, but we arranged 
for me to creep along to her bed¬ 
room that night, and all the 
other nights till she left. This I 
did, and she made a man of me. 
She showed me things about 
sex I’d never even thought of - 
and that’s saying a great deal, 
because I’ve always been a 
randy sod! All I hope and pray 
is that my lovely sexy aunt will 













L oving has done wonderful things to Carole Laismith. 
Before she met her amant - who’s dark and French and 
incredibly sexy, she assured us with a slight shiver - 
she was in love with someone else. He was blonde and 
Scandinavian and incredibly sexy, and she did love him quite 
a lot, but nothing compared to the way she loves Pascal. 

"I’ve always been in love with somebody for as long as I 
can remember. When I was three and in kindergarten there was 
a boy called Peter I was absolutely devoted to, and later on in 
my childhood came Jonathan and Andrew, Paul, Michael, 
Crispin . . . well, I won’t give you the whole list! I think it’s 
good to be in love. It puts an extra edge on life, a fillip to every¬ 
thing you do. Your skin glows, your hair shines, your, eyes 
sparkle. I’m very romantic and old-fashioned. I don’t go along 
with this 'whatever you do, don’t become involved’ bit that 
people are always trotting out. What’s the good of doing any¬ 
thing if you don’t commit yourself to it? I think most people 
must live their lives on a very safe, but very superficial level - 
don’t you?” 

Since Carole was removing her T-shirt at the time, revealing 
those fantastic breasts, we could only nod dumbly. 

"That’s why I commit myself utterly to everything I do. 
Like these pictures, for instance. What good would these 
pictures be if I was bored and blase about them? When I 
agreed to pose for you, I decided to put my whole heart and soul 
into it - and Pascal agrees with me. Is he jealous at the thought 
of other men seeing me nude? You must be joking. He’s a 
Frenchman, remember? It will make him even more loving and 
even more proud of me to think that other men think I’m beauti¬ 
ful. I’m sure they will, don’t you?” 

Carole, who had been standing totally nude in front of us 
for the last half of her dissertation, casually picked up a robe 
and slipped it around her. 

"Besides, I think I wouldn’t love Pascal quite so much if 
he were jealous. There’s something very narrowing about 
jealousy, don’t you think?” 

Carole took the robe off again. We could only nod. Q 






























ws you is, or ain’t you ain’t my 
I baby?’ sang the television. It 
I was an old Tom and Jerry 
^.cartoon-Tom making love to a 
lady cat with a bikini and im¬ 
possibly long eyelashes. Isabelle 
was absorbed but puzzled. Her 
boyfriend laughed at the cartoon, 
and in a long Swedish sentence 
she asked him why - we think. 

"Isabelle doesn’t understand 
why the cat is singing to the other 
cat. Her English is not very good 
yet, but she’s trying to learn very 
hard. The trouble is that she is 
too shy to practice on anybody 
but me and I’m not here all the 
time so she watches the television 
all day long. She thinks that the 
combination of images and words 
will help her to pick up the feel of 
it more quickly. Which is all very 
well, except that she keeps absorb¬ 
ing lots of slang that I don’t 
know the meaning of either!” 

Isabelle just smiled beauti¬ 
fully at the screen. □ 
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friend is also a rubber fanatic, 
but he had nothing to do with 
my becoming one. We got to¬ 
gether through my advertising 
in a mag called Contak ; and you 
can say all the horrid things 
you like about contact mags, 
but we find them very useful in 
getting to know other rubber 
lovers. 

My boyfriend and I are get¬ 
ting married in a couple of 
months, and as soon as we’ve 
got ourselves organised we in¬ 
tend to form a 'rubber club’. I 
have to agree that far more men 
reply to my ads than women, 
and some men actually pretend 
to be females so as to get sexy 
letters. You have to be very 
careful. All the same, we do 
have at least two prospective 
girl members for our 'rubber 
club’. I know they’re genuine 
because I’ve met them. 

With electricity being the 
price it is, rubber is very good 
for keeping warm at no cost 
once you’ve bought the gear. In 
bed at night during the winter, I 
sleep in about six layers of rub¬ 
ber, and I’m as snug and warm as 
anything. I’m lucky to have a 
flat of my own, so there’s no 
problem with my 'peculiarity’. 
Why people who like rubber 
should be regarded as 'queer’ I 
really don’t know. I realise that 
some extreme rubber fans go in 
for kinky things like urolagnia, 
but that’s not the case with all 
of us. I mean, you can wear 
leather without being called a 
sadist, so why is it taken for 
granted that those who wear 
rubber are masochists ? 

Edith H., Wolverhampton. 

Karl Steiner replies: Because 
nine times out of ten they are in 
one way or another. Masochism 
takes many forms, not all of them 
sexual. I obviously do not mean 
that everyone who wears a mac¬ 
kintosh to keep out the rain is 
likely to be a submissive charac¬ 
ter; but a person who wears 
rubber on account of its powerful 
sensual properties almost cer¬ 
tainly has masochistic inclina¬ 
tions. Those who are fascinated 
by this subject,please read my fea¬ 
ture in Men Only, Vol. 39, No. 5. 

Looping the Loop 

Sir: You may think this is crazy, 
but I recently fucked my wife as 
she was seated on the loo. I 
straddled her by sitting across 
her legs. I got terrific penetra¬ 
tion .this way, and her vaginal 
muscles seemed to grip me 
harder than ever before. When I 
came, I gave her one of the 
richest and most searingly 
powerful emissions of my life. 
Has anyone else tried this ? 

B.N., Oldham. 


Sweet Smell of Sex 

Sir: I’ve just returned from my 
first trip to the United States, 
and I was both delighted and 
horrified by the American way 
of life, especially in the erotic 
sphere. What depressed me most 
of all, I think, is the slavish way 
American women allow them¬ 
selves to be duped by the admen; 
and the vaginal deodorant is 
just about the ultimate in lu¬ 
nacy. The female cunt is meant 
to smell ; if it wasn’t, it wouldn’t. 
Nature intended the sex organs 


of all mammals to give off a 
scent to act as an erotic stimu¬ 
lant. True, most of the odours 
are strong and repulsive to all 
other species; and indeed to the 
same species under the wrong 


delicious and erotic perfume 
with her cunt than anything 
concocted by the chemists and 
sold in bottles at astronomical 
cost. I adore the fragrance of 
essential femininity myself, and 
I think it’s an outrage that any¬ 
thing so unnatural as a 'vaginal 
deodorant’ should be foisted on 
the public. But the females are 
really to blame. If you tell an 
American girl in all sincerity 
that you love the scent of her 
cunt, her armpits, or whatever, 
she’s almost certain to feel in¬ 


sulted. American dames have 
the biggest BO complex you can 
possibly imagine. On the other 
hand, they certainly know how 
to fuck! 

K.P., Devon. 




conditions. I mean, the stink of 
the polecat is revolting to all 
other creatures, and even to 
other polecats when not on 
heat; but no doubt it’s the most 
beautiful aroma in the world to 
two loving polecats. That’s only 
logic, after all. 

It’s my contention that the 
girl who keeps herself clean and 
disregards all the admen’s clap¬ 
trap can produce a far more 


Pierced 

Sir: I loved that letter from 
Sally N. in Vol. 5, No. 4, telling 
all about how she got pierced. I 
dare say it is necessary for a 
female to visit a specialist to get 
the job done, but a male can 
easily operate on himself. I’ve 
now got over 40 piercings all 
over my face and body, and I did 
them all myself, unaided. I used 
ice cubes as a local 'anaesthe¬ 


tic’; TCP or Dettol as an anti¬ 
septic, and sterilised needles as 
'surgical instruments’. The easi¬ 
est piercings of the lot were 
through my foreskin and scrotal 
sac, where there’s no thickness 
of flesh to penetrate. The most 
difficult piercings were through 
my tongue and lips: but these 
have proved the most rewarding, 
for my mistress (who insisted 
that I get myself pierced in the 
first place) uses them to chain 
me to her cunt for prolonged 
cunnilingus. 

S. V., Luton. 

S. V. may be satisfied, but we 
strongly advise against DIY in 
this sphere. 

Whatever Turns You On 

Sir: I dare say some people will 
think that I’m not right in the 
head, but the fact is I like my 
boyfriend to squirt his spunk 
up my nose as I hold my head 
well back. I then let the spunk 
find its way into my throat and 
drink it in the normal way 
(normal? Ed.). I don’t know 
whether you can understand 
this, but I love my boyfriend so 
much that I want his spunk to 
permeate every part of my body, 
and I don’t think there’s any 
way of taking it that’s more 
intimate than up my nostrils 
and down my throat via the 
nasal passages. 

Mind you, I can quite appre¬ 
ciate that unthinking folks may 
say this sort of thing is 'not 
quite nice’, but when you really 
consider it, one passage in the 
body is no different in essen¬ 
tials from any other: we’re flesh 
and blood all over, aren’t we? 
Even my boyfriend thought it 
was queer at first, but he was 
eager to try the experiment just 
the same; and when he saw how 
marvellously it brought me on, 
he soon lost his inhibitions 
about squirting up my nose. 

I understand that 'nasal 
eroticism’ is quite the done 
thing in some parts of the world; 
and I’ve actually seen sculp¬ 
tures - or pictures of them, any¬ 
way - showing men with their 
pricks up girls’ nostrils. Of 
course, this simply isn’t possible 
(why not? Ed.), but it gives me a 
lovely feeling to think about it, 
and I’d certainly like to be 
fucked up the nose if it were 
possible. In fact there’s no place 
I wouldn’t like to be fucked, and 
there’s certainly no place I 
haven’t taken spunk. 

Doris C., Wakefield. 

A Bag of Nuts 

Sir: I’ve read scores of tales 
about tradesmen being accosted 
by randy housewives, and until 
recently I’d always thought, 
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Make sure you don’t miss out on your 
summer reading by getting your Men 
Only at your newsagent now l Along with 
Club International, it makes up the 
finest in men’s entertainment around. 
Why not make sure of your copy and fill 
in the form below? 


\ Please send me the next twelve monthly issues of Men Only. / en- | 
dose a cheque/postal order for £9.00 (United Kingdom) £12.50 \ 
(Overseas). AH cheques and postal orders should be made payable \ 
to Paul Raymond Publications Ltd. All cash should be sent regis- \ 
tered post. Cheques will be held pending clearance. \ 

Send this form to: The National Magazine Co. Ltd., 2 Archer Street, | 
London W1V7HE. I 


Address . 

(BLOCK LETTERS PLEASE) . Cl 


sexiest material in the world, in 
my opinion. 

Name and address withheld by 
request. 

Close-Up 

Sir: I think large, close-up pic¬ 
tures showing some specific fea¬ 
ture of the female anatomy are 
highly erotic, and it’s not even 
necessary to show obviously 
sexual parts. Photographs con¬ 
centrating on the lips - slightly 
parted and moist - are enor¬ 
mously arousing, and studies of 
the hands, artfully and sugges¬ 
tively posed, with long, pointed 
fingernails, can also be vastly 
stimulating. May I suggest that 
you give us a close-up spot each 
month? Other anatomical 
goodies I’d like to see featured 
in this way include the nipples, 
navel, underarm hair and anus. 
I don’t know of any mag that’s 
running an idea like this, so 
you’d be breaking new ground 
- again! 

James Southall, Whitby. 

Standards 

Sir: I admire you for maintain¬ 
ing your very high standards in 
the face of ever-increasing op¬ 
position from the smut peddlers. 
There are so many magazines 
around now, seemingly aimed 
at the 'quality’ market judging 
by the cover blurbs, which con¬ 


tain nothing but trash and filth. 
I’m broadminded, I think - well 
I must be to read Club Inter¬ 
national and Men Only - but I 
do draw the line at filth pre¬ 
sented without any attempt at 
subtlety or artistry. 

I do so hope you will not be 
pressurised into trying to match 
these crude newcomers blow 
for foul blow. I feel sure that 
their noisome presence on our 
bookstalls is merely a passing 
phase. The contents of these 
horrible periodicals is about on 
a par with a porno novel in 
which every other word is 'fuck’; 
and even the dimmest moron 
can only get a very limited 
mileage out of that sort of crap. 
Lots of mags have come and 
gone during the last five years, 
but I’m sure those which, like 
yours, offer really thought-pro¬ 
voking articles, as well as un¬ 
rivalled photography and 
models, have nothing to fear 
from the shitemongers. 

Arnold Yates, Liverpool. 

Thanks for the nice things you 
say. While taste is largely a sub¬ 
jective matter, we have to agree 
with you that some of the periodi¬ 
cals we have seen recently seem 
designed for a readership with 
no taste at all. Have no fear; 
Paul Raymond Publications 
will never lower its standards: at 
continued on page 80 
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is another Sauna and Massage salon .... But don't confuse it 
with other massage establishments. 

It's not just one more where the owners couldn't really care 
less about the clients so long as they pay their money. 
Eva's is privately owned and run, and we feel we can offer 

We have established an intimate and exclusive club, with a 
really luxurious lounge where we serve iced drinks and 
delicious snacks, a superb sauna, plunge pool solarium, im¬ 
pulse shower and very private comfortable massage 
rooms....Plus, in our view, most importantly, the most at¬ 
tractive young masseuses carefully selected and trained to 
take good care of you! 

So come and visit us—we are open Mon—Sat. 12 am - 11 
pm (no appointment necessary)—and find out what sauna 
and massage is really about .... and don't forget to try our 
VIP special massage. 



EVA'S 


WANTED 

GIRLSlGimiTr'S! 

TO WORK AS MASSEUSES AT ^ 

LONDON'S LEADING SAUNA 

Must be young, attractive, flexible, fairly 
informal, friendly and able to converse 
with clients at all levels and as our 
clients require a degree of sophistication 
and quality from our masseuses, we only 
recruit the very best girls. 

We have established a superb new salon 
that provides comfort, privacy - we do 
not hurry our clients - and a complete 
service at very reasonable prices. 

If you are interested in working for us 
phone Amanda on 01-387 6132. 

Any gentleman reading this may also like 
to come along and try our sauna and 
massage. Please ring Amanda for details 
first. 


OPEN 11.00 AM - MIDNIGHT. 7 DAYS. 
OPPOSITE EUSTON STATION. 

REMEMBER! PHONE AMANDA ON 01-387 6132 



365 

IN ONE YEAR! 

— — That’s how many evenings 
Cl iM there are in a year. 

i[ You can spend them alone, 

^MM****** hored and idle. 

Or you can spend them 
meeting people, going places 
and having a great time. 

All you have to do is call 
Dateline. 

Dateline will introduce you 
to a wonderful new world. 
You’ll meet your kind of people, 
make new friends, and enjoy 
all the fun and freedom' of 
being single. 

So don’t waste another 
evening. Fill in the coupon now. 



Please send me full details of your Computer Dating Service with n( 
_ obligation. I enclose 2 first class stamps for postage. 

I First name_ - __ r ... 


dateline' 

,r,P„orl T r,nrlnr,WSTol.ni.Qt7KC:0'? - 


23 Abingdon Road, London W8.Tel: 01-937 6503. 



Sauna and Massage with us 
is completely different. We 
have some of the most 
beautiful girls around, girls 
who really know how to 
look after you and who are 
trained to provide you with 
a completely new 
experience — one you will 
never fprget. 


TWO GIRL MASSAGE 

COMPLETELY 
ASSISTED 
HERBAL SHOWERS 

SPECIAL VIP 
TREATMENT 
TOPLESS MASSAGE 


EXPERIENCE SAUNA 


275 EVERSHOLT STREET LONDON, N.W.1. 

01-387 6441 /2 or 01 -388 4483 
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m PRAISE OF SMALLER MEN 

continued from page 47 

as a practised claustrophobic, who prefers untucked bedding in the 
service of a quick get-away, I would rather have some semblance of 
control over the physical situation. 

If they are my preferred sleeping partners, small men are also my 
preferred waking partners. Like the smaller car-hire firms - they 
try harder. Not for them the sleepy, speechless, semi-conscious 
mounting. Women are not just to be enjoyed, they have to be seen to 
be enjoyed. My smaller lovers are, in general, not only more 
energetic and long-lasting - they also get half their buzz in making 
me sing. Half the large men I have known have a deep-down desire 
to be passive - 'tie me down, use me - ride.me as your mount’, they 
say, abandoning their great bulk to my female aggression. They 
may want to be beaten, humiliated, tied up or dressed as a girl, but 
the urge to be dominated by the woman is always there. Not that 
I’m totally averse to a little domination, don’t enjoy mounting my 
man’s flanks and whipping him to exhaustion with my hair till he 
comes helplessly and to my whim. But I prefer to achieve my 
moments of domination rather than to have them thrust upon me. 
I like to struggle, wrestle, battle for supremacy. Evenly matched 
against a smaller man it doesn’t seem ridiculous; they don’t have 
to give in, in order for me to win. In fact most small men I know are 
keener on dominating than on being dominated, and that suits me 
fine. Let them work their wicked way with me and if I put up a bit of 
a fight, it’s only better to relish my submission when they win. 

But my favourite lovers are in charge from the moment we 
exchange names till the time I find his toothbrush no longer on the 
bathroom shelf. Typically, he will choose when we make love, but 
not by leaping on me and sticking it in, more by insistant, probing 
fingers that seek out my erogenous zones till I am wet and willing 
and he is home and dry. 

And so to cocks. Unlike hands and feet there is absolutely no 
guarantee that a small man will have a small cock. Masters and 
Johnson, amongst others, finally rumbled the phallic fallacy that 
skeletal measurements were any guide to penile size. The largest 
cock in their survey came on 5' 7" of man; the smallest on 5' 11" - so 
there. How common this ironic inversion is the researchers don’t 
tell us, but I have noticed, given my personal predeliction for small 
feet, that these do frequently go in scale with the fifth limb. Masters 
and Johnson also confirmed that the smaller the cock the greater 
the change from flaccid to erect, so either way my little lover is a 
bombe surprise: whether revealed as the possessor of a giant tool, 
or a proportionate one with an inflationary capacity to rival the 
pound. 

My preference is definitely for the latter. I love watching things 
grow - whether plants in the ground or a souffle in the oven. From 
little seed to sunflower, from raw egg to delicious firm fluffiness - 
the greater the augmentation, the greater my satisfaction. To see a 
gentle, gracefully curved, relaxed comma of cock stir itself because 
of me - the touch of my fingers, the sound of my sexy words or the 
sight of my body - is an excitement in itself, before it even touches 
me. I had a French lover - little, lovely and with the slinkiest, rotat¬ 
ing hips with which he ground into my yearning, yawning cunt - 
whose slim, dark brown cock more than doubled in length when 
roused. A difference of more than 9 centimetres has twice been re¬ 
corded and I was often idly tempted - at times when it was not prac¬ 
tical - to record him for posterity, sure in the belief that he would 
make a new and interesting addition to the Guinness Book of Re¬ 
cords. Like a sleeping serpent it would cock its head at the sound of 
my husky voice - 'I want you inside me - probing deep between my 
wet, clinging lips, plunged into my belly and the choking recesses 
of my throat’. Not only its head, but the full, fantastic flag-pole 
stands rigid and upright on his brown body from its nest of crisp 
dark hair; the colour changed from dusky brown to purplish 
auburn. This lover had also the most adorable tight, high balls - 
bulwarks to his long, slim rapier. When limp I could purse the whole 
neat package in my hand; aroused, the two hands one on top the 
other scarcely served to encompass his length. A dangerous cock 
with a powerful whip on it when he was at full revs. Once or twice 
shuttling so vigorously, and me so wet and open, it slipped and lost 
its natural slot causing me to double up in pain as it pierced another 
unprepared opening. 

His was a long cock, but slim, but his technique was an example 
of the special wonders that can be achieved with a smaller cock. 


I wonder that men are so often preoccupied with penile size. 
Quality, style, technique seem so much more important than sheer 
quantity. The female cunt is both infinitely extensible and infinitely 
adaptable. It responds with engorgement and gripping muscles to 
the smallest organ properly played, as with elastic to a great 
blunderbuss. For a woman to express a preference for big cocks is 
like saying one can only enjoy food with a bloated stomach. The 
business end, where both sex and food are concerned, is at the 
entrance. It is the mouth, the lips, the nose, the tongue and the eye 
that are beguiled and titillated by great cuisine. Even so it is the 
aptly and poetically named vestibullae that savour, relish and 
respond to a well prepared and presented hot cock. The inner depths 
of the cunt have no nerve endings. Deep penetration by even a small 
cock can rock the womb as the cervix is driven back and forth, 
make the sensitive, erectile tissue at the mouth of the vagina 
expand to grip it tightly. 

Perhaps I’m particularly small and tight, but I find that, fucked 
by an elephantine cock, I lose sensation in the vestibullae with too 
much distention, the juice, produced by the walls of the vagina, 



"Don’t be shy, Ethel, come round here - he won’t bite you ...” 


doesn’t lubricate the opening, and because of this and the tight fit 
there are no lovely, liquid squelchy noises to help arouse me. 

What’s more, some enjoyable positions - my legs thrown over a 
man’s shoulders, or doubled up on my chest - are positively painful, 
and make me feel as though he will drive a hole through the peri- 
teneum. I’m also very muscular; as with bodies, so usually with 
cunts, and when aroused I become so swollen, there is scarcely 
room to squeeze a finger in, until just this is done and the flood of 
juice, dammed up behind, can lubricate the way of the cock. 

And then what sweet music can we make, if I am not distended 
literally beyond comfort: lovely sideways thrusts stimulate both 
sides at a different moment, trap air inside me so that as my excited 
chasm arches and tents ready to receive its bathing of sperm, deep, 
resonant noises, wet and slushy can be heard. A diagonal thrust 
from the front towards the back stimulates the anus gently by re¬ 
mote pressure and opens up the swollen lips to expose and tug on my 
erect, straining clitoris. From behind, the smaller cock delivers the 
most sweet torment, entering just within my hungry cunt-mouth, 
then slipping out and forward to nuzzle my tantalised clitoris. 

I love to play hide and seek with the tip of my lover’s teasing 
cock like this. Like the small man’s personality, his cock is forceful 
and full of subtlety and ever, like him, about to escape. I squeeze 
and clamp my moist cunt, his hard, rounded glans pulls deliciously, 
then escapes to probe elsewhere, then it returns, and no amount of 
tight closing can keep his insistent weapon out as I can with a 
blunter, larger cock. 

I love my smaller lovers, their personalities are intriguing, their 
bodies desirable, their cocks wealded with the expertise of fencers, 
and in addition, beside them I feel Junoesque and voluptuous. Large 
men make me feel different, little womanish, a child, but small men 
bring out the great earth mother in me. I feel rich and heavy like a 
swath of wheat in their arms. They sink into my body like proto¬ 
typical man ploughing, sewing, reaping, raping the soil. I am one 
with reproductive nature. It doesn’t matter that we are both small 
compared with everyone else; together we are part of the eternal 
poetry of fruitful sex. □ . 


75 









MIDDLETAR As defined by H. M. Government 

EVERY PACKET CARRIES A GOVERNMENT HEALTH WARNING 



vulnerable in that position. 
'Tits’ opened a can of fizzy 
lemonade and poured it over my 
cock, pulling the foreskin to and 
fro as she did so. Then she knelt 
beside me and began to suck my 
cock as Jill continued to play 


I shouted in despairing 
ecstasy that I was about to 
come, and Jill implored me to 
shoot it over her incredible 
nipples. This I did, also letting 
loose a violent jet all over her 
face. I thrilled to see my steam¬ 
ing spunk on her tits and drib¬ 
bling down her cheeks. By this 
time, 'Tits’, whose clitoris was 
almost the size of Jill’s nipples, 
fell on top of Jill with a loud 
grunt and licked my spunk from 
the gigantic teats. They both 
had orgasms by frigging each 
other, completely ignoring me 
once I’d shot my load. Since this 
episode, I’ve been very embar¬ 
rassed working with these two 
girls, and I don’t really fancy 
them at all. Do you think I 
ought to dismiss them from the 
shop, or should I resign? 

T.P., Gloucester. 

It would be unfair to dismiss the 
girls. You were responsible for 
what happened since it was your 
sex-orientated comment that set 
the ball rolling. 


Foot Fetish 

Sir: I have been buying your 
splendid magazine for several 
years, and I particularly enjoy 
the Readers’ Writes - please 
don’t let this fine feature shrink 
any more! It used to run to 
twice the length it gets allotted 
today, and my sexual aware¬ 
ness has been greatly increased 
by the diverse topics covered, 
especially in the fascinating 
field of deviation. 

I am in my early 40s and have, 
for as long as I can recall, had a 
strong erotic feeling for the 
well-formed female foot. Un¬ 
fortunately, society being what 
it is, repeated failures to realise 
my foot fantasies have led to a 
growing alienation and, against 
all logic, a growing sense of 
shame. I have never been an 
extrovert; at the same time I do 
not consider myself sexually 
inept or ill-informed on sexual 
matters. In the attempt to come 
to terms with my fetishism, my 
reading on the subject has been 
extensive, and as a result of this, 
I am very tolerant to all the 
manifold expressions of sexual¬ 
ity outside my own predilec¬ 
tions. 

Wilhelm Stekel’s great work 
on fetishism has been a great 
comfort to me in understanding 
my condition. My highly de¬ 
veloped sense of smell has been 


in large part a supportiv 
in my delight in the female 
To me, the odour of a 
pretty foot is as arousing as that 
of the vaginal perfume of my 
love object. Alas, in the several 
warm relationships I have en¬ 
joyed over the years, none of my 
partners has shown any com¬ 
prehension in relation to my 
condition, and compliance has 
invariably been reluctant. Is it 
so wrong for a man to want to 
kiss and suck the feet of the girl 
he adores? I think not; 
one female, beyond a 
ficial tactile pleasure 


e foot. reason. The artwork displayed 
clean, in your magazine (and Men 


Only) is ; 
■ -is, * 


• too often it is 


In Vol. 5, No. 4 (pages 52 and 
53) there is a superb illustration 
by Brian Froud that is really 


Z£ P> Hav= you ever *** . 



caress, has been able to recon¬ 
cile herself to the idea that her 
feet and toes could really arouse 
intense passion - while readily 
accepting the apparently separ¬ 
ate fact that her breasts, face, 
buttocks, genitals, lingerie, per¬ 
fume, etc., could. Strange, is it 
not? 

I would sincerely welcome 
the response of your female 
readership to this letter. You 
used to run a separate Women’s 
Lip feature for such correspon¬ 
dence, but I guess you can fit 
replies into Readers’ Writes. 
There surely can be no doubt 
that women are aware that their 
feet can be physically attractive 
(why paint toenails otherwise ?); 
and the enormous investment 
in the footwear industry recog¬ 
nises and promotes the beauti¬ 
fying of the female foot - though 
I must say they surely picked a 
bummer with the ugly, ill-pro¬ 
portioned monstrosities cur¬ 
rently in vogue. 

I wish you every success with 
your fine publications. 

R.H., British Columbia, Canada. 

Space Utilisation 

Sir: There is a good letter in 
Vol. 5, No. 5 from H.V.C. of 
Berks. He comments among 
other things on the utilisation 
of available space for more 
articles by your fine writers. I, 
too, think that your illustra¬ 
tions should not be spread over 


from the fine artists you use - 
especially Brian Froud? You 
could put them on offer to your 
readers in the same way as you 
do with some of your photo¬ 
graphers’ work. 

M.A. Oliver, Isleworth. 

P.S.: I don’t expect to see this 
letter published as it is not of 
general interest, but I thought 
you might like to know that the 
superb quality of your artwork is 
really appreciated. 

Ecstatic Screams 
Sir: My husband likes me to 
jerk him off with my hands, also 
to give him oral treatment. He 
seems to enjoy this better than 
fucking, and I don’t mind doing 
it because I’m not keen on being 
fucked every night of the week. 
The trouble is that when he’s 
about to come off he shouts and 
screams like nobody’s business. 
He really does kick up the most 
terrific racket, and I’m worried 
to death what the neighbours 
must think. We live in a semi, 
and the walls are ever so thin. 
The folks next door are an 
elderly couple, and they’ve 
started looking at me ever so 
queer. I reckon they think I 
whip my husband, or something 
kinky like that. Have you any 
suggestions? 

Norma F., Leicester. 

Try gagging your husband with 
your knickers; we feel sure he’ll 
like it!m$ 


























good vibrations! 


Here is the finest selection of battery-powered vibrating devices 
ever offered - devices that can add a new dimension to your 
sensual experiences, enabling you to reach new heights of 
enjoyment and fulfillment. Choose your favourite — each has 
its own particular refinement — and remember, whatever your 
choice, every item carries our own 6 month guarantee of quality. 

NON DOCTOR 


Sculptured in smooth black plastic 
with its distinctive gold band, the N< 
Doctor is undoubtedly the best qual 



perfect for stimulating or _ 

ttractively boxed, it makes an excellent gift, 
ses two HP11 batteries. £4 95 

SUPER STIMULANT 


iion £2.95 two speed version £3.50 

TEMPTATION 

HERMIT 1 

Moulded in shiny ade of softly cu 




MAGIC FINGERS 

The intimacy of human fingers. Your fingers PLUS | 
the excitement and stimulation of a most sophi- ^ 
sticated vrbro-massager. Your fingers graduati 
the strength of the vibrations because they 
come through you - an ex 
sual experience'. Uses two I 


£4.95 

ANGEL’S DELIGHT 

ing egg is the perfect answer for 
ed power unit that can be adjust- 

£4.50 


ALSO 



SUPERIA SUPPLIES (CV), 37 Queens Road, Brighton, Sussex BN1 3XR. 

I am over 18. Please send me the following item(s).by return of post, 
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the same time, no-one can accuse 
us of being too conservative you ’ll 
no doubt agree! 

Off-Putting 

Sir: The other night I met a bird 
in a pub. We got on famously, 
and I asked her if she’d like to 
go for a drive in my new Scimi¬ 
tar. We parked in a nice quiet 
side-road and I went to work on 
her. I had her tits out in next to 
no time, and she did the same 
with my cock. Things had moved 
so fast that we’d not even ex¬ 
changed names. 

"My name’s Eric,” I said as 
she expertly worked my skin, 
"what’s yours?” 

"Gladys,” came the reply, 
and in spite of myself I felt my 
erection lose quite a lot of its 
tension. I did manage to get off 
all right, and gave her a good 
time, too; but how much better 
it would all have been had her 
name been Barbara, Susan, 
Yvonne or Deborah - anything 
other than Gladys, in fact, with 
the exception of Agatha! Why 
is it that girls’ names are so 
important lustwise? 

Eric F., Derby. 

A lot of it has to do with associa¬ 
tion; you’ve probably had duff 
experiences with previous 
'Gladyses’. Actually, we don’t 
think it’s at all a bad name, but 
have to agree with you about 
'Agatha’, even though we keep 
telling ourselves that 'a rose by 
any other name would smell as 
sweet’. In view of your reason¬ 
ably good experience with the 
new Gladys, we rather suspect 
you may now be feeling different¬ 
ly about that particular name; 
while if you happen to meet a flat¬ 
chested, spotty-faced Barbara, 
Susan, Yvonne or Deborah, don’t 
be surprised to find one of those 
names losing its magic for you. 
There’s the question of euphony, 
too. A 'hard’ G sound does tend 
to be unattractive to the English 
ear: Gladys, Agatha, Gertrude, 
Agnes all have that sound - but 
so does Glynis. Glynis Johns is a 
very attractive lady, however 
(think of that delicious voice!); 
which brings us back to where 
we started - association. 


London Rip-Off 

Sir: What a bloody racket! I’m 
referring to the myth of London 
being a good place for sex. 
After watching the Rugby 
League Cup Final at Wembley, 
me and my mates went round 
Soho. The strip joints are vile 
and the prostitutes even worse. 
Those who advertise on cards 
in windows ought to be prose¬ 
cuted under the Trades Descrip¬ 
tions Act. '42-25-36’ - rubbish! 
More like 38-30-38, 50 years 
old and as ugly as sin. How do 
these old bags make a living? 
That’s what I want to know. 
H.K., St. Helens. 

By putting it across visitors from 
St. Helens and other points 
North, of course. Don’t forget 
that there’s a mug born every 
minute, and most of them take a 
trip to London sooner or later. 

Quandary 

Sir: I wonder whether you can 
help me out of an embarrassing 
situation? I’m studying for my 
'A’ levels, and although still at 
school, I’m almost 19 years old. 
One of my sidelines at school is 
running the school shop. Re¬ 
cently, two new assistant ser¬ 
vers came under my jurisdic¬ 
tion: a black-haired, homely 
sort of girl called Jill, and a very 
plump, voluptuous piece whom 
everyone refers to as 'Tits’. 

After we’d closed the shop 
one particular dinnertime, I 
started browsing through my 
copy of Club International, and 
I commented out loud on the 
enormous size of the nipples on 
one of the featured models. To 
my great amazement, Jill said, 
"They’re not as big as mine!” 
and she invited me to test the 
truth of her statement. I slipped 
one hand inside her blouse and 
found a gigantic teat sticking 
out like a loganberry. 

'Tits’ was giggling away, and 
she suddenly asked me if I’d like 
to put my hand up her skirt. 
Well, I was pretty randy by 
now, so I kept my one hand on 
Jill’s fantastically nippled tit 
while I removed the plump girl’s 
knickers with my other hand. I 
was astonished by the huge 
size and softness of her arse, 
also by the hairiness of her 
quim. She sat above me on a 
shelf and began frigging quite 
shamelessly. Then she asked 
me to suck her pussy, which I 
did as Jill took off her blouse 
and bra. 

While I was sucking 'Tits’, 
Jill removed my trousers and 
began playing with my cock and 
balls, also titillating my bot¬ 
tom. It was lovely the way she 
put her hand through my legs 
and grasped my balls. I felt very 
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